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PREFACE. 



T^HIS little Volume, begun several years ago, 
originated in the desire to provide a selection 
of Hymns which might assist, under the Divine 
blessing, in impressing the youthful minds of my 
dear children with religious truth, and in leading 
them to Christ, as their only Saviour, that their 
" meditation of Him " might " be sweet." To them 
it is especially dedicated, as the fruit of a Parent's 
love. 

In submitting it to a wider circle, I feel that I 
have little to place in competition with the many 
admirable selections already published. Yet, 
amidst the variety of tastes to be satisfied, I 
trust that the present contribution may not be 
without its service. 

My purpose will be answered should it be made, 
in however small a degree, instrumental in aiding 
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the devout contemplation of the love of God in 
Christ Jesus, of the bountiful provision made for 
the need of all who in living faith accept this 
love, and maintain the warfare, and of the price- 
less joy laid up for them that endure unto the 
end. 

As I cannot hope to equal, I have not aimed at 
imitating the strict order and method to be found 
in the arrangement of many favourite Collections. 
To some minds, a judicious variety is not less 
pleasing. Few will be prepared to admit, that 
the apparent absence of arrangement detracts 
from the charm or usefulness of the first and 
greatest of all Selections of Sacred Poetry — the 
Book of Psalms. 

I wish gratefully to acknowledge the kindness of 
all who have either contributed original pieces, 
or given permission to make extracts from their 
works. I have taken considerable pains to com- 
municate with the Authors of Hymns in which 
any right of property could be supposed to exist : 



Vll 

and I trust that the omission will be overlooked, 
should any such have been unintentionally inserted 
for which the writer's leave has not been obtained. 
Many beautiful and valued hymns have been 
necessarily omitted for want of room. 

The labour of compilation will be amply repaid, 
if any find in this little volume a portion of that 
enjoyment and comfort which I have myself had 
in bringing together these songs of Zion, the 
perusal of which has often attuned my heart to 
praise. 

In reprinting this Selection, many of the Hymns 
are given more correctly than in the former 
Edition — a few have been omitted, and several 
new ones added. 

312, Camden Road. 



HYMNS. 



THE LAMB OF GOD WORSHIPPED BY ALL THE 

CREATION, 

i /^*OME let us join our cheerful songs 
V-*- With angels round the throne ; 
Ten thousand thousand are their tongues. 
But all their joys are one. 

2 "Worthy the Lamb that died" they cry, 

" To be exalted thus ; " 
" Worthy the Lamb," our lips reply, 
" For he was slain for us." 

3 Jesus is worthy to receive 

Honour and power divine ; 
And blessings more than we can give, 
Be, Lord, for ever Thine. 

4 Let all that dwell above the sky, 

And air, and earth, and seas, 
. Conspire to lift Thy glories high, 
And speak Thine endless praise. 

B 



5 The whole creation join in one, 
To bless the sacred name 
Of Him who sits upon the throne, 
And to adore the Lamb. 

Watts. 

WALKING WITH GOD. 

1 T> Y faith in Christ I walk with God, 

JD With heaven, my journey's end, in view ; 
Supported by His staff and rod, 
My road is safe and pleasant too. 

2 I travel through a desert wide, 
Where many round me blindly stray ; 
But He vouchsafes to be my guide, 
And will not let me miss my way. 

3 Though snares and dangers throng my path, 
And earth and hell my course withstand ; 

I triumph over all by faith, 
Guarded by His Almighty hand. 

4 The wilderness affords no food, 
But God for my support prepares ; 
Provides me every needful good, 

And frees my soul from wants and cares. 

5 With Him sweet converse I maintain, 
Great as He is, I dare be free ; 

I tell Him all my grief and pain, 
And He reveals His love to me. 

6 Some cordial from His word He brings, 
Whene'er my feeble spirit faints ; 

At once my soul revives and sings, 
And yields no more to sad complaints. 



7 I pity all that worldlings talk, 

Of pleasures that will quickly end ; 
Be this my choice, O Lord, to walk 
With thee, my Guide, my Guard, my Friend 

Newton. 

"GIVE US THIS DAY OUR DAILY BREAD." 

1 TAAY by day the manna fell ; 
\-J Oh, to learn this lesson well ! 
Still by constant mercy fed, 

Give me, Lord, my daily bread. 

2 Day by day the promise reads, 
Daily strength for daily needs ; 
Cast foreboding fears away, 
Take the manna of to-day. 

3 Thou my daily task shalt give ; 
Day by day to Thee I'll live ; 
So shall added years fulfil, 
Not my own — my Father's will. 

Condcr. 

HYMN. 

i T ORD, teach us how to pray aright, 
1 4 With reverence and with fear ; 
Though dust and ashes in Thy sight, 
We may, we must draw near. 

2 We perish if we cease from prayer; 

Oh, grant us power to pray ; 
And when to meet Thee we prepare, 
Lord, meet us by the way. 

3 Burdened with guilt, convinced of sin, 

In weakness, want, and woe ; 
Fightings without, and fears within, 
Lord, whither shall we go ? 
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4 God of all grace, we come to Thee, 

With broken, contrite hearts ; 
Give what Thine eye delights to see, — 
Truth in the inward parts ; 

5 Faith in the only Sacrifice, 

That can for sin atone, 
To raise our hopes, and fix our eyes, 
On Christ, and Christ alone. 

Montgomery, 

PEACE OF MIND. 

i HPHOU hidden love of God whose height, 
X Whose depth unfathom'd no man knows ; 
I see from far Thy beauteous light ; 
Inly I sigh for Thy repose ; 
My heart is pain'd, nor can it be 
At rest, till it find rest in Thee. 

2 Thy secret voice invites me still 
The sweetness of Thy yoke to prove ; 
And fain I would; but though my will 
Seems fiVd, yet wide my passions rove ; 
Yet hindrances strew all the way ; 
I aim at Thee, yet from Thee stray. 

3: Tis mercy all that Thou hast brought, 
My mind to seek her peace in Thee ; 
Yet while I seek, but find Thee not, 
No peace that wandering soul shall see. 
Oh ! when shall all my wanderings end, 
And all my steps to Thee-ward tend? 

4 Is there a thing beneath the sun, 
That strives with Thee my heart to share ? 
Ah ! tear it thence, and reign alone, 
The Lord of every motion there. 
Then shall my heart from earth be free, 
When it hath found repose in Thee. 



5 Each moment draw from earth away 
. My heart, that lowly waits Thy call ; 
Speak to my inmost soul, and say, 
"lam thy love, thy God, thy all" 
To feel .Thy power, to hear Thy voice, 
To taste Thy love, be all my choice. 

C. Wesley, 
Translated from the German of Tersleegen* 

SERVING THE LORD. 

i "T*IS sweet to work for Jesus, 

jl In this life's little day ; 
To spread around " the joyful sound," 

As those forgiven may ; 
To tell His loving-kindness, 

His promises so true ; 
To urge the young, that they may come, 

And trust this Saviour too. 

2 'Tis sweet to work for Jesus, 

For Him who loved, and gave 
Himself for us, an offering thus 

Our ruined souls to save. 
Glad service we would render 

For grace so rich and free ; 
Yet, Lord, we mourn, that we have borne, 

So little fruit to Thee. 

3 Tis sweet to work for Jesus, 

Be this our one desire, 
Our purpose still to do His will, 

Whatever He require. 
No action is too lowly, 

No work of love too small ; 
If Christ but lead, we may indeed 

Well follow such a call. 



4 Tis sweet to work for Jesus, 

While our weak spirits rest 
In His own care, safe sheltered there r 

And with His presence blest. 
In such calm, happy moments, 

No greater joy we know ; 
Redeemed from sin, we live for Him 

To whom our all we owe. 

5 Tis sweet to work for Jesus, 

Oh ! weary not of this ; 
But onward press with cheerfulness, 

Tho* rough the pathway is. 
Hold on, unmoved and patient, 

Till He shall call thee home, 
With joy to stand at God's right hand, 

To serve before His throne. L. 

From " Pietas Poetical 



"/ KNOW THAT MY REDEEMER LI VET//." 

i T KNOW that my Redeemer lives, — 
X What comfort this sweet sentence gives ; 
He lives, He lives, who once was dead, 
He lives, my everlasting Head. 

2 He lives, triumphant o'er the grave, 
He lives, eternally to save, 

He lives, all glorious in the sky, 
He lives, exalted there on high. 

3 He lives, to bless me. with His love, 
He lives, to plead for me above ; 
He lives, my hungry soul to feed, 
He lives, to help in time of need. 



4 He lives, to grant me fresh supply, 
He lives, to guide me with His eye; 
He lives, to comfort me when faint, 
He lives, to hear my souPs complaint. 

5 He lives, to silence all my fears, 

He lives, to stop and wipe my tears ; 
He lives, to calm my troubled heart, 
He lives, all blessings to impart. 

6 He lives, my kind, wise, heavenly friend, 
He lives, and loves me to the end ; 

He lives, and while He lives 111 sing, 
He lives, my Prophet, Priest, and King. 

7 He lives, and grants me daily breath, 
He lives, for me to conquer death, 
He lives, my mansion to prepare, 
He lives, to bring me safely there. 

8 He lives, all glory to His Name ! 
He lives, my Jesus still the same ! 

the sweet joy this sentence gives, 

1 know that my Redeemer lives ! 

From the Gentian. 

HYMN OF PRAISE. 

1 TV /T Y God, how endless is Thy love, 
IVl Thy gifts are every evening new ; 
And morning mercies from above, 

Gently distil like early dew. 

2 Thou spread'st the curtains of the night, 

Great guardian of our sleeping hours; 
Thy Sovereign Word restores the light, 
And quickens all our drowsy powers. 
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3 We yield our powers to Thy command. 
To thee we consecrate our days ; 
Perpetual blessings from Thy hand, 
Demand perpetual songs of praise. 



Waits. 
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i /~\ FOR the soul's desire to feel 
Vy The weight of blessing from above ; 
A spirit gifted to reveal 

TTie mercies of a God of love ! 
Then doubt and fear would fly away, 

Before Redemption's day-spring driven, 
And Faith would bring us whilst we pray, 

A foretaste of the bliss of heaven. 

2 O for a humble trust in God, 

Our Heavenly Father and our Friend ! 
Whether we bow beneath His rod, 

Or peace and joy our steps attend. 
For that blest iiope, whose radiant star, 

Bright herald of the Saviour's birth ; 
Still pours its healing beams afar, 

And cheers the fainting soul on earth. 

3 O for a thankful heart, for all 

The blessings on our lot bestow'd ! 
For gifts that on our dwellings fall, 

For bounties scattered on our road ! 
Shall I not render whilst I live, 

Some portion of God's grace to me ; 
And, like a faithful steward, give 

My all to Christ, who died for me. 

P. M. James. 
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HYMN. 

i T^ATHER ! we are poor indeed, 
.17 All our wants to Thee are known, 
Deep and urgent is the need 
Thou canst satisfy alone. 

2 Grant, oh grant ! our daily food, 

From Thine inexhausted store, 
All to Thee that seemeth good, 
For Thy weak and hungry poor. 

3 Water from the crystal rock, 

And descendings of Thy dew ; 
To refresh Thy fainting flock, 
And their failing strength renew. 

4 Lead them to the shepherds' tents, 

In the valleys fresh and free, 
Where Thy lambs prefer their plaints, 
And their cries are heard by Thee. 

5 In Thy favour let us live, 

Grant in measure, day by day, 
Peace, the world can never give, 
Nor its troubles take away. 

6 Light and vain the joy it yields, 

Hard its unrewarding toil, 
Rich the golden harvest-fields, 
Ripened by Thy heavenly smile. 

7 Soon our light afflictions fade, 

And the wounds of time are healed ; 
When in brightening hues arrayM, 
Heavenly glories are revealed. 
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8 When the proving storm is past, 

Life's allotted trial ceased ; 
Gather all Thy flock at last, 
To the fold of heavenly rest. 

9 Sorrow, then, shall flee away, 

Care from every bosom cease, 
When the sun of life's dark day, 
Veils his setting beams in peace. 

10 Wipe away your glistening tears, 
Every meek and lowly one ; 
Lo ! the Shepherd Chief appears, 
Reigning on His glorious throne. 

Abraham Beale* 

JUST AS I AM. Matt xi. 28, 29. 

i T UST as I am — without one plea, 
I But that Thy blood was shed for me, 
And that Thou bidd'st me come to Thee, 
O Lamb of God, I come ! 

2 Just as I am — and waiting not, 
To rid my soul of one dark blot ; 

To Thee whose blood can cleanse each spot* 
O Lamb of God, I come ! 

3 Just as I am — though toss'd about, 
With many a conflict, many a doubt, 
" Fightings within, and fears without/' 

O Lamb of God, I come ! 

4 Just as I am — poor, wretched, blind, 
Sight, riches, healing of the mind, 
Yea, all I need, in Thee to find, 

O Lamb of God, I come ! 
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5 Just as I am — Thou wilt receive, 
Wilt welcome, pardon, cleanse, relieve, 
Because Thy promise I believe, 

O Lamb of God, I come ! 

6 Just as I am — Thy love unknown, 
Has broken every barrier down : 
Now to be Thine ; yea, Thine alone, 

O Lamb of God, I come ! 

7 Just as I am — of that free love, 

The breadth, length, depth and height to prove 
Here for a season — then above, 

O Lamb of God, I come ! 

Charlotte Elliott 

HEAVEN. 

i ^1 T J"E speak of the realms of the blest ; 
VV That country so bright and so fair; 
And oft are its glories confest, 
But what must it be to be there ? 

2 We speak of its pathway of gold, 

Its walls deck'd with jewels so rare ; 
Its wonders and pleasures untold ; 
But what must it be to be there ? 

3 We speak of its freedom from sin, 

From sorrow, temptation, and care ; 
From trials without and within ; 
But what must it be to be there? 

4 We speak of its service of love ; 

The robes which the glorified wear ; 
The church of the first-born above ; 
But what must it be to be there ? 
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5 Do Thou, Lord, 'midst pleasure and woe, 
Still for heaven our spirits prepare ; 
And shortly we also shall know, 
And feel what it is to be there ! 

Preston Hymn Book. 

REVELATIONS VII. 13—17. 

1 T T OW bright these glorious spirits shine : 
JT1 Whence all their white array ? 

How came they to the blissful seats, 
Of everlasting day? 

2 Lo ! these are they from sufferings great, 

Who came to realms of light ; 
And in the blood of Christ have wash'd 
Those robes which shine so bright. 

3 Now with triumphal palms they stand, 

Before the throne on high ; 
And serve the God they love, amidst 
The glories of the sky. 

4 His presence fills each heart with joy, 

Tunes every mouth to sing ; 
For evermore, the sacred courts 
With glad Hosannas ring. 

5 Hunger and thirst are felt no more, 

Nor suns with scorching ray ; 
God is their sun, whose cheering beams, 
Diffuse eternal day. 

6 The Lamb which dwells amidst the throne, 

Shall o'er them still preside ; 
Feed them with nourishment divine, 
And all their footsteps guide. 
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7 'Mong pastures green HeTl lead his flock, 
Where living streams appear ; 
And God the Lord from every eye 
Shall wipe off every tear. W. Cameron. 

(Variation from Watts.) 

HUMILITY. 

i T5 LEST are the humble souls that see 
D Their emptiness and poverty ; 
Treasures of grace to them are given, 
And crowns of joy laid up in heaven. 

2 Blest are the men of broken heart, 
Who mourn for sin with inward smart ; 
The blood of Christ divinely flows, 

A healing balm for all their woes. 

3 Blest are the souls that thirst for grace, 
Hunger, and long for righteousness ; 
They shall be well supplied and fed 
With living streams and living bread. 

Waits. 

THE PILGRIM'S WANTS. 

1 T WANT that adorning, divine, 

X Thou only, my God, canst bestow ; 
I want in those beautiful garments to shine, 
Which distinguish Thy household below. 

2 I want, O I want to attain 

Some likeness, my Saviour, to Thee ; 
That long'd-for resemblance once more to regain. 
Thy comeliness put upon me. 
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3 I want to be mark'd for Thy own, 

Thy seal on my forehead to wear ; 
To receive that " new name " on the mystic white 
stone, 
Which only thyself canst declare. 

4 I want every moment to feel 

That the spirit does dwell in my heart ; 
That His power is present to cleanse and to heal, 
And newness of life to impart. 

5 I want so in Thee to abide, 

As to bring forth some fruit to Thy praise ; 
The branch which Thou prunest, though feeble 
and dried, 
May languish, but never decays. 

6 I want Thine own hand to unbind 

Each tie to terrestrial things, 
Too tenderly cherish'd, too closely entwined, 
Where my heart too tenaciously clings. 

7 I want by my aspect serene, 

My actions and words, to declare, 
That my treasure is placed in a country unseen ; 
That my heart and affections are there. 

8 I want, as a traveller, to haste 

Straight onward, nor pause on my way, 
No forethought nor anxious contrivance to waste, 
On the tent only nVd for a day. 

9 I want — and this sums up my prayer — 

To glorify Thee till I die, 
Then calmly to yield up my soul to Thy care, 
And breathe out in praise my last sigh. 
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TRUST. 

i /~*OMMIT thou all thy griefs 
V-^ And ways into His hands, 
To His sure truth and tender care, 
Who earth and heaven commands. 

2 Who points the clouds their course, 

Whom winds and seas obey ; 
He shall direct thy wandering feet, 
He shall prepare thy way. 

3 Thou on the Lord rely ; 

So safe shalt thou go on ; 
Fix on His work thy stedfast eye, 
So shall thy work be done. 

4 No profit canst thou gain, 

By self-consuming care ; 
To Him commend thy cause ; His ear 
Attends the softest prayer. 

5 Thy everlasting truth 

Father, Thy ceaseless love 
Sees all Thy children's wants, and knows 
What best for each will prove. 

6 Thou everywhere hast sway, 

And all things serve Thy might ; 
Thy every act pure blessing is, 
Thy path unsullied light. 

7 When Thou arisest, Lord, 

What shall Thy work withstand? 
Whate'er Thy children want, Thou giv'st 
And who shall stay Thy hand ? 

8 Give to the winds thy fears ; 

Hope, and be undismayed ; 
God hears thy sighs, and counts thy tears, 
God shall lift up thy head. 



* i6 

9 Through waves, and clouds and storms, 
He gently clears thy way : 
Wait thou His time — so shall this night, 
Soon end in joyous day. 

yohn Wesley. 
(From Paul Gerhardt.) 

"I WILL FEAR NO EVIL, FOR THOU ART WITH 
me:*— PSALM XXIII. 4. 

i T N heavenly love abiding, 

JL No change my heart shall fear, 
And safe is such confiding, 

For nothing changes here. 
The storm may roar without me, 

My heart may low be laid ; 
But God is round about me, 

And can I be dismayed ? 

2 Wherever He may guide me, 

No want shall turn me back ; 
My Shepherd is beside me, 

And nothing can I lack. 
This wisdom ever waketh, 

The sight is never dim ; 
He knows the way He taketh, 

And I will walk with Him. 

3 Green pastures are before me, 

Which yet I have not seen ; 
Bright skies will soon be o'er me 

Where darkest clouds have been. 
My hope I cannot measure, 

My path to life is free ; 
My Saviour has my treasure, 

And He will walk with me. 

A. L. Waring. 
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THE NAME OF JESUS. 
Cant. I. 3. 

i T T O W sweet the name of Jesus sounds 
XT. In a believer's ear ! 
It soothes his sorrows, heals his wounds, 
And drives away his fear. 

2 It makes the wounded spirit whole, 

And calms the troubled breast ; 
'Tis manna to the hungry soul, 
And to the weary rest. 

3 Dear name ! the rock on which I build, 

My shield and hiding place ; 
My never-failing treasury, filled 
With boundless stores of grace. 

4 By Thee, my prayers acceptance gain, 

Although with sin defiled ; 
Satan accuses me in vain, 
And I am owned a child. 

5 Jesus ! my Shepherd, husband, friend, 

My prophet, priest and King ; x 
My Lord, my life, my way, my end, 
Accept the praise I bring. 

6 Weak is the effort of my heart, 

Andx:old my warmest thought ; 
But when I see Thee as Thou art, 
I'll praise Thee as I ought. 

7 Till then I would Thy love proclaim, 

With every fleeting breath ; 
And may the music of Thy name, 
Refresh my soul in death. Newton, 

c 
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ALLELUIA. 



1 TT OW glorious must that City be, 
JT1 Where sin can never come ; 
And round the throne, in spotless robes, 

Stand the redeemed throng. 

2 Loud praises singing to the Lamb, 

Who bought them with His blood ; 
Loved them on earth, and now in heaven, 
With everlasting love. 

3 Eternity, so bright, so blest, 

Where tears shall never flow, 
Let my faint spirit onward press, 
Thy endless peace to know. 

4 Until, at length, the cord unloosed, 

From every sin set free, 
Joyful I wing my flight to heaven. 
To rest, O Lord, with Thee. 

5 And join the countless multitude, 

Who stand before Thy throne, 

Thy praise to sing, and love to tell, 

Who brought me safely home. 

H. M. G. 

WALKING WITH GOD. 

HE walks with God, who lives a life of faith, 
And builds his hope on what the promise 
saith ; 
Who letting go this world, the next secures, 
And still, as seeing things unseen, endures. 

He walks with God, who lives a life of prayer, 
And daily casts on Him his every care ; 
Who in this sweet and sacred converse knows 
The souPs refreshment and the soul's repose. 
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3 He walks with God, who, as he onward moves, 
Treads in the footsteps of the Lord he loves ; 
Who keeping Jesus ever in his view, 

Sees in his Saviour his example too. 

4 Blest is the man who humbly walks with God, 
And follows in the path by Jesus trod ; 

His way is holiness, his end is peace, 

And glory crowns him when his labours cease. 

Preston Hymn Book, 

yOY AND PEACE IN BELIEVING. 

1 QOMETIMES a light surprises 
O The Christian while he sings ; 
It is the Lord who rises 

With healing in His wings : 
When comforts are declining, 

He grants the soul again 
A season of clear shining, 

To cheer it after rain. 

2 In holy contemplation, 

We sweetly then pursue, 
The theme of God's salvation, 

And find it ever new. 
Set free from present sorrow, 

We cheerfully can say, 
E'en let the unknown to-morrow, 

Bring with it what it may. 

3 It can bring with it nothing, 

But He will bear us through ; 
Who gives the lilies clothing, 

Will clothe His people too ; 
Beneath the spreading heavens, 

No creature but is fed ; 
And He who feeds the ravens, 

Will give His children bread. 
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4 Though vine nor fig-tree neither, 
Their wonted fruit shall bear ; 
Though all the field should wither, 
Nor flocks, nor herds, be there : 
Yet God the same abiding, 

His praise shall tune my voice ; 
For, while in Him confiding, 
I cannot but rejoice. 

Cowj>er. 
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THE CHRISTIAN'S FELLOWSHIP WITH CHRIST. 

OW blest the union, how Divine, 
That saints with Jesus share ; 
In sacred fellowship combin'd, 
And guarded by His care. 

2 As branches growing from the tree 
Thence nourishment derive, 

By sweet communion, Lord, with Thee, 
Thy faithful followers live. 

3 But if we cease from being Thine, 
No life we then can know ; 

As branches, pluck*d from off the vine, 
Lie withering below. 

4 Oh ! may we still in Christ abide, 
Nor e'er from Him remove ; 

Thus shall we richly be supplied, 
With blessings from above. 

Gurnets Hymns*, 

BREAST THE WAVE, CHRISTIAN. 

i T> REAST the wave, Christian, 
JD When it is strongest ; 
Watch for day, Christian, 
When the night's longest ; 
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Onward, and onward still, 
Be thine endeavour ; 
The rest that remaineth, 
Will be for ever. 

2 Fight the fight, Christian, 
Jesus is o'er thee : 
Run the race, Christian, 
Heaven is before thee : 
He who hath promised, 
Faltereth never ; 
The love of thy Saviour 
It flows on for ever. 

3 Lift the eye, Christian, 
Just as it closeth ; 
Raise the heart, Christian, 
Ere it reposeth : 
Thee, from the love of Christ, 
Death cannot sever, 
Soon shall thy happy soul, 
Praise Him for ever. 

y.s. 

ON THE DEATH OF A CHRISTIAN 

BROTHER, thou art gone before us, 
And thy saintly soul is flown, 
Where tears are wip'd from every eye, 

And sorrow is unknown, 
From the burthen of the flesh, 

And from care and fear releas'd, 
Where the wicked cease from troubling, 
And the weary are at rest. 

The toilsome way thou'st travelled o'er, 

And borne the heavy load ; 
But Christ hath taught thy languid feet. 

To reach His blest abode ; 
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Thou art sleeping now, iike Lazarus 

Upon his father's breast ; 
Where the wicked cease from troubling, 

And the weary are at rest. 

3 Sin can never taint thee now, 

Nor doubt thy faith assail ; 
Nor thy meek trust in Jesus Christ, 

And the Holy Spirit fail ; 
And there thou'rt sure to meet the good, 

Whom on earth thou Iovedst best, 
Where the wicked cease from troubling, 

And the weary are at rest. 

4 " Earth to earth/' and " dust to dust," 

The solemn priest hath said, 
So we lay the turf above thee now, 

And we seal thy narrow bed ; 
But thy spirit, brother, soars away, 

Among the faithful blest, 
Where the wicked cease from troubling, 

And the weary are at rest. 

5 And when the Lord shall summon us, 

Whom thou hast left behind, 
May we, untainted by the world, 

As sure a welcome find ; 
May each, like thee, depart in peace, 

To be a glorious guest, 
Where the wicked cease from troubling, 

And the weary are at rest. 

Milman. 

THE DEATH-BED OF A PENITENT SINNER, 

i T ESUS, still will I adore Thee, 
J Well Thou know'st a sinner's heart ; 
All my wounds are fresh before Thee, 
Thou alone canst heal their smart. 
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2 Thou alone, Thy balm applying, 

Canst this aching pang relieve ; 
Balm that Thou hast bought with dying, 
Give and teach me to receive. 

3 Thou, of all-sufficient merit ! 

May the blood that from Thee floVd, 
May Thy purifying Spirit, 
Be upon my heart bestow'd. 

4 Ah ! how deeply am I wounded, 

SpoiPd by Satan, pierc'd by sin, 
And hath love for me abounded ? 
Hark ! a Saviour speaks within. 

5 " Sinner ! yes, my love is towards thee, 

Everlasting and Divine ; 
Endless hope it yet affords thee, 
Seek it, take it, I am thine." 

6 And wilt Thou be mine for ever ? 

Shall I live with Thee and reign ? 
Come, these mouldering chains to sever ; 
Come, for death to me is gain. 

y. J. Gurney. 

THE LOVE OF GOD IN CHRIST JESUS. 

I f~\ LOVE Divine, how sweet thou art ! 
\J When shall I find my willing heart 

All taken up by Thee ? 
I thirst, I faint, I long* to prove 
The greatness of redeeming Love, 
The love of Christ to me ! 

•Original, "die." 
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2 Stronger His love than death or hell ; 
Its riches are unsearchable : 

The first-born sons of light, 
Desire in vain, its depths to see ; 
They cannot reach the mystery, 

The length, and breadth, and height. 

3 God only knows the love of God ; 

that it now were shed abroad 
In this poor stony heart ! 

For love I sigh, for love I pine ; 
This only portion, Lord, be mine, 
Be mine this better part ! 

4 O that I could for ever sit 
With Mary at the Master's feet ! 

Be this my happy choice ; 
My only care, delight, and bliss, 
My joy, my heaven on earth, be this, 

To hear the Bridegroom's voice ! 

Wesley. 

"BLESSED ARE YE THAT SOW BESIDE ALL 
WATERS."— ISAIAH XXXII. 20. 

1 QOW ye beside all waters, 

O Where the dew of Heaven may fall ; 
Ye shall reap if ye be not weary, 

For the Spirit breathes o'er all. 
Sow, though the thorn may wound thee, 

One wore the thorns for thee ; 
And though the cold world scorn thee, 

Patient and hopeful be. 

2 Sow ye beside all waters, 

With a blessing and a prayer ; 
Name Him whose hands uphold thee, 
And sow ye everywhere. 
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Sow where the sunlight sheddeth 

Its warm and cheering ray, 
For the rain of heaven descendeth 

When the sunbeams pass away. 

3 Sow when the tempest lowers, 

For calmer days may break ; 
And the seed in darkness nourished, 

A goodly plant may make. 
Sow when the morning breaketh 

In beauty o'er the land ; 
And when the evening falleth, 

Withhold not thou thine hand. 

4 Sow, though the rock repel thee, 

In its cold and sterile pride ; 
Some cleft there may be riven, 

Where the little seed may hide. 
Fear not, for some will flourish, 

And though the tares abound, 
Like the willows by the waters, 

Will the scattered grain be found ; 

5 Work while the daylight lasteth, 

Ere the shades of night come on ; 
Ere the Lord of the vineyard cometh, 

And the labourer's work is done. 
Watch not the clouds above thee, 

Let the wild winds round thee sweep ; 
God may the seed-time give thee, 

But another's hand may reap. 

<> Have faith, though ne'er beholding, 
The seed burst from its tomb ; 
Thou know'st not which may perish, 
Or what be spared to bloom. 
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Room on the narrowest ridge, 

The ripened grain will find ; 
That the Lord of the harvest, coming, 

In the harvest-sheaves may bind. 

"AS THY DAY, SO SHALL THY STRENGTH BE.'" 

1 HTHUS does the voice of heavenly wisdom 

JL speak. 

O let thy soul the promise sweet receive ; 
His covenant with thee, the Lord will keep, 
If thou art only strengthened to believe. 

2 If in thy heavenward-course, His love Divine, 

Should sore afflictions for thy soul decree, 
All is dispensed to humble and refine, 

And equal to thy day, thy strength shall be. 

3 Then gird thy soul anew, the race to run, 

Cast not thy hope, thy confidence away ; 
Though weak thou art, supplies of strength shall 
come, 
Sufficient for the need of every day. 

4 Lean on the Arm, Omnipotent to save ; 

Rest in His gracious promise, full and free ; 
Let not thy heart be troubled, or afraid, 
For as thy day, thy strength shall ever be. 

5 Lift up thy soul to hear the heavenly call, 

" Cast," saith the Lord, " thy every care on me r 
I will not suffer thee to faint or fall, 
According to thy day, thy strength shall be. 

6 " In patience then, do thou possess thy soul, 

So shalt thou soon my full salvation see ; 
On me thy sorrows and thy troubles roll,* 
My grace sufficient for thy need shall be." 

• See marginal reading, Psalm xxxvii. 5. 



HEAVEN. 

i HHHERE is a land of pure delight, 
JL Where saints immortal reign ; 
Infinite day excludes the night, 
And pleasures banish pain. 

2 There, everlasting spring abides, 

And never-withering flowers ; 
Death, like a narrow sea, divides 
This heavenly land from ours. 

3 Sweet fields beyond the swelling floods, 

Stand dress'd in living green ; 
So to the Jews old Canaan stood, 
While Jordan roll'd between. 

4 But timorous mortals start and shrink 

To cross this narrow sea ; 
And linger, shivering on the brink, 
And fear to launch away. 

5 Oh ! could we make our doubts remove, 

These gloomy doubts that rise, 
And see the Canaan that we love, 
With unbeclouded eyes ! 

6 Could we but climb where Moses stood, 

And view the landscape o'er ; 
Not Jordan's stream, nor death's cold flood, 
Should fright us from the shore. 

Watts. 

THE FUTURE PEACE AND GLORY OF THE 
CHURCH— ISAIAH LX. 15—20. 

i TT EAR what God the Lord hath spoken,. 
-Ll " O my people, faint and few, 
Comfortless, afflicted, broken, 
Fair abodes I build for you ; 
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Thorns of heart-felt tribulation 
Shall no more perplex your ways ; 

You shall name your walls Salvation, 
And your gates shall all be Praise. 

2 " There, like streams that feed the garden, 

Pleasures without end shall flow ; 
For the Lord your faith rewarding, 

All His bounty shall bestow. 
Still, in undisturbed possession, 

Peace and righteousness shall reign ; 
Never shall you feel oppression, 

Hear the voice of war again. 

3 "Ye no more your suns descending, 

Waning moons no more shall see ; 
But, your griefs for ever ending, 

Find eternal noon in me. 
God shall rise, and shining o'er you, 

Change to day the gloom of night ; 
He, the Lord, shall be your glory, 

God your everlasting light." Cowper* 

PRAYER FOR A NEW HEART. 

i f~\ FOR a heart to praise my God, 
\J A heart from sin set free ;* 
A heart that's sprinkled with the blood, 
So freely shed for me ! 

2 A heart resigned, submissive, meek, 

My great Redeemer's throne ; 
Where only Christ is heard to speak, 
Where Jesus reigns alone. 

3 A humble, lowly, contrite heart, 

Believing, true, and clean, 
Which neither life nor death can part 
From Him that dwells within. 

• These two lines altered as in Gurney's Hymns. 
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4 A heart in every thought renew*d, 

And filPd with love Divine ; 
Perfect and right, and pure, and good, 
A copy, Lord, of Thine. 

5 Thy nature, gracious Lord, impart, 

Come quickly from above ; 
Write Thy new name upon my heart, 
Thy new, best Name of Love. 

C. Wesley. 

GO, LABOUR ON. 

i f~* O, labour on, spend and be spent, 
VJT Thy joy to do the Father's will ; 
It is the way the Master went, 
Should not the servant tread it still? 

2 Go, labour on ; 'tis not for nought ; 

Thy earthly loss is heavenly gain ; 
Men heed thee, love thee, praise thee not, 
The Master praises, — what are men ? 

3 Go, labour on ; thy hands are weak, 

Thy knees are faint, thy soul cast down ; 
Yet falter not, — the Lord shall keep, 
And help when other help is gone. 

4 Go, labour on while it is day, 

The world's dark night is hastening x>n ; 
Speed, speed thy work, cast sloth away, 
It is not thus that souls are won. 

5 Men die in darkness at thy side, 

Without a hope to cheer the tomb 
Take up the torch, and wave it wide, 
The torch that lights life's thickest gloom. 
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6 Toil on, faint not, keep watch, and pray ; 

Be wise the erring soul to win ; 
Go forth into the world's highway, 
Compel the wanderer to come in. 

7 Toil on, and in thy toil rejoice ; 

For toil comes rest, for exile, home; 
Soon shalt thou hear the Bridegroom's voice, 
The midnight cry, — " Behold, I come." 

H. Bonar. 

COME TO 7ESUS. 

i /^OME, poor sinner, come to Jesus, 
V^ Weary, heavy laden, weak ; 
None but Jesus Christ can ease uS, 
Come, His pardoning mercy seek. 

2 " Come," it is His invitation, 

" Come to me," the Saviour says ; 
Why, O why, such hesitation, 
Gloomy doubts, and base delays ? 

3 Do we fear our own unfitness, 

Burdened as we are with sin ? 
'Tis the Holy Spirit's witness ; 
Christ invites us ; enter in. 

4 Do our sins, and our distresses, 

Still against this record plead ? 
Know that Christ most kindly blesses 
Those who feel the most their need. 

5 Hear His words, so true and cheering, 

Fitted just for the distrest ; 
Dwell upon the sound endearing ; 
" Mourner, I will give thee rest." 
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6 He will give — we ne'er can merit, 

Perfect peace and heavenly rest : 
What a treasure we inherit ! 
How are contrite sinners blest ! 

7 Jesus, with Thy word complying, 

Firm our faith and hope shall be ; 
On Thy faithfulness relying, 
We would cast our souls on Thee. 



"ALL ARE YOURS." 

1 A LL things are ou^s, — how abundant the 
£\. treasure ! 

All riches which heaven or earth can afford ; 

O may our love, like His grace, without measure, 

Abound to the glory and praise of our Lord ! 

2 All things are our*s ; be it sickness or sorrow, 

It is ordered in wisdom and infinite love ; 
Grief may endure for a night, but the morrow 
Of glory will see us rejoicing above. 

3 All things are ou^s ; though the body may 

perish, 
We faint not to see it fast wasting away ; 
The soul its bright visions of glory will cherish, 
And strengthen in holiness day after day. 

4 All things are ou^s ; yea, the present affliction, 

Though now through the gloom of mortality 

viewed ; 
For soon shall we joy in the blissful conviction, 
That thus it was good to be tried and subdued. 
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5 All things are oui^s, through the Saviour's merit ; 
The shame of His Cross, which must needs be 
our own, 
Will brighten the glory that circles the spirit, 
And sparkle like gems in our heavenly crown. 

Holme. 

JESUS, MY ALL. 

i "IT THY should I fear the darkest hour, 
VV Or tremble at the tempter's power ? 
Jesus vouchsafes to be my tower. 

2 Though hot the fight, why quit the field, 
Why must I either flee or yield, 
Since Jesus is my mighty shield ? 

3 When creature-comforts fade and die, 
Worldlings may weep, but why should I ? 
Jesus still lives, and still is nigh. 

4 Though all the flocks and herds were dead, 
My soul a famine need not dread, 

For Jesus is my living bread. 

5 I know not what may soon betide, 
Or how my wants may be supplied, 
But Jesus knows, and will provide. 

6 Though sin would fill me with distress, 
The throne of grace I may address, 
For Jesus is my righteousness. 

7 Though faint my prayers, and cold my love, 
My stedfast hope shall not remove, 
While Jesus intercedes above. 

8 Against me earth and hell combine, 
But on my side is power Divine ; 
Jesus is all, and He is mine. 

Newton. 
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"FAIXT, VET PURSUING." -JUDGES VIII. 4. 

1 Tn*AINT, yet pursuing — thus we tread 
J7 Our weary, weary way ; 
Shadows are thickly overspread, 

And darkness dims the day ; 
Oh, for one gleam from yonder mount, 

To guide us safe and sure ; 
"Yet onward press — behold we count 

Them happy whb endure." 

2 Faint, yet pursuing — must it be 

For ever dim and drear ? 
When will the gloomy shadows flee ? 

When will the day appear ? 
Oh, we have waited — waited long 

The dawning of the light, 
" Let patience have her perfect work, 

By faith and not by sight." 

3 Faint, yet pursuing — poor and weak, 

And impotent and blind — 
We "strive," and "knock," and "ask," and 
"seek," 

And yet we do not find. 
We walk in solitary ways, 

Afflicted and alone ; 
"Then courage ! for He leadeth you, 

In paths ye have not known." 

4 Behold, ye faint, pursuing ones, 

The Rock on which ye stand, 
Your safe and sure abiding place, 

The hollow of His hand. 
He keeps your vessels empty, 

That He Himself may fill ; 
He darkens earth, to pour unmixed 

The light of Zion's hill. 

D 
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4 Return, O holy Dove ! return, 
Sweet messenger of rest ; 

I hate the sins that made thee mourn, 
And drove thee from my breast. 

5 The dearest idol I have known, 
Whate'er that idol be, 

Help me to tear it from Thy throne, 
And worship only Thee. 

6 So shall my walk be close with God, 
Calm and serene my frame ; 

So purer light shall mark the road, 
That leads me to the Lamb. 

Cowper. 

IVE me, O Lord, in living faith to see, 
My bleeding Saviour, suffering on the tree ; 
His precious blood, for dying sinners spilt, 
Removes away my heavy load of guilt ; 
No righteousness of ours can save the soul, 
His perfect righteousness must do the whole. 
Through Him, a door of access freely given, 
Opens for us the glorious gates of Heaven ; 
Bought with His blood, the objects of His care, 
He works with power, to bring us safely there ; 
The cruel Spoiler must his prey resign, 
The hand that saves and guards us is Divine. 
O, what a Saviour ! what transcendent love, 
Surpassing all the praise of Saints above, 
Take all I have, my trembling spirit breathes, 
Though I have nothing, save Thy gifts, to give, 
Yet, dear Redeemer, since I feel Thee mine, 
I Make me completely and for ever Thine. 



G 
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ZION, OR THE CITY OF GOD.-JSA. XXXIII. 20, ax. 

i /^LORIOUS things of thee are spoken, 
VJT Zion, city of our God ! 
' He whose word cannot be broken, 
FormM thee for His own abode. 
On the Rock of Ages founded, 

What can shake thy sure repose? 
With salvation's walls surrounded, 
Thou may'st smile at all thy foes. 

2 See ! the streams of living waters, 

Springing from eternal love ; 
Well supply thy sons and daughters, 

And all fear of want remove : 
Who can faint while such a river 

Ever flows their thirst to assuage ? 
Grace, which, like the Lord, the Giver, 

Never fails from age to age. 

3 Round each habitation hovering, 

See the cloud and fire appear ! 
For a glory and a covering, 

Showing that the Lord is near : 
Thus deriving from their banner, 

Light by night, and shade by day ; 
Safe they feed upon the manna 

Which He gives them when they pray. 

4 Blest inhabitants of Zion, 

Wash'd in the Redeemer's blood ! 
Jesus, whom their souls rely on, 

Makes them kings and priests to God. 
'Tis His love, His people raises 

Over self to reign as kings, 
And as priests His solemn praises, 

Each, for a thank-offering, brings. 
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5 Saviour, if of Zion's city, 

I, through grace, a member am, 
Let the world deride or pity, 
I will glory in Thy Name. 
Fading is the worldling's pleasure, 
All his boasted pomp and show ; 
Solid joys and lasting treasure, 
None but Zion's children know. 

Newton. 

l WHO IS THIS THAT COMETH UP FROM THE 
WILDERNESS LEANING UPON HER BELOVED V 
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HOLY Saviour, Friend unseen, 
The faint, the weak, on Thee may lean. 
Help me, throughout life's varying scene, 
By faith to cling to Thee. 



2 Blest with communion so Divine, 
Take what thou wilt, shall I repine ; 
When as the branches to the vine, 

My soul may cling to Thee. 

3 Far from her home, fatigued, oppressed, 
Here she has found a place of rest, 

An exile still, yet not unblessed, 

While she can cling to Thee. 

4 Without a murmur I dismiss 

My former dreams of earthly bliss, 
My joy, my ^consolation this, 

Each hour to cling to Thee. 

5 What though the world deceitful prove, 
And earthly friends and joys remove, 
With patient, uncomplaining love, 

Still would I cling to Thee. 

• Original "recompense." 
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6 Oft when I seem to tread alone, 

Some barren waste, with thorns o'ergrown, 
Thy voice of love in gentlest tone, 

Whispers, " Still cling to me." 

7 Though faith and hope awhile be tried, 
I ask not, need not, ought beside, 
How safe, how calm, how satisfied, 

The souls that cling to Thee. 

8 They fear not life's rough storms to brave, 
Since Thou art near and strong to save, 
Nor dread to cross e'en death's dark wave, 

Because they cling to Thee. 

9 Blessed is my lot, whate'er befal, 
What can disturb me, who appal, 
While as my strength, my Rock, my All, 

Saviour, I cling to Thee. 

Charlotte Elliott. 
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WE WOULD SEE JESUS."— JOHS XII. ax. 



i \\ T"E. would see Jesus when our hearts are 
VV glowing 

With the rich gifts our Father's hand provides; 
And, tho' the cup be filled to overflowing, 
Feel that His love is more than all besides. 

2 We would see Jesus, when the world's alluring 

Would draw our giddy steps away from Him ; 
See the bright promise of His peace enduring, 
Making all earthly pleasures pale and dim. 

3 When faint and weary 'midst the wild commotion 

Of restless thoughts that baffle all our skill, 
We would see Jesus, walking on the ocean, 
And hear His calming whisper, " Peace, be still." 



42 

4 We would see Jesus, when, in sorrow kneeling, 

We ask deliverance from our sin and guilt ; 
Would hear Him speak the gracious word or 
healing, 
" Be it unto thee, even as thou wilt." 

5 We would see Jesus, when a fierce temptation, 

Has well nigh 'whelmed us in its fearful wave : 
Our sure defence, the Rock of our salvation, 
Still near at hand to succour and to save ; 

6 We would see Jesus when in sore bereaving, 

Tumultuous sobs our heaving bosoms swell, 
And hear Him gently say, to soothe our grieving, 
" Rest in my love, I have done all things well/' 

7 We would see Jesus in the hour of sickness, 

And trust the wisdom of the loving hand 
That nightly orders all our pain and weakness, 
And bids our life or death wait His command. 

8 We would see Jesus, when the soul immortal, 

Helplessly feels its earthly hopes recede, 
Opening to us the everlasting portal, 
And find in His free mercy all our need. 

E. N. C. 

MAXXA.— EXODUS XVI. 18. 

i A /T ANNA to Israel well supplied 
1V1 The want of other bread ; 
Since God is able to provide, 
His people shall be fed. 

2 (Thus, though the corn and wine should fail, 
And creature streams be dry ; 
The prayer of faith will still prevail, 
For blessings from on high.) 
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3 Of His kind care, how sweet a proof ! 

It suited every taste ; 
Who gathered most, had just enough, — 
Enough, who gather'd least. 

4 Tis thus our gracious Lord provides 

Our comforts and our cares ; 
His own unerring hand divides, 
And gives us each our shares. 

5 He knows how much the weak can bear, 

And helps them when they cry ; 
The strongest have no strength to spare, 
For such He'll strongly try. 

6 Daily they saw the manna come, 

And cover all the ground ; 
But what they tried to keep at home, 
Corrupted soon was found. 

7 Vain their attempt to store it up ; 

This was to tempt the Lord ; 
Israel must live by faith and hope, 
And not upon a hoard. 

Newton, 

"A FRIEND THAT STICKETH CLOSER THAN 
A BROTHER."— PROVERBS XVIII. 24. 

i /^~\NE there is above all others, 
V_y Well deserves the name of Friend : 
His is love beyond a brother's, 

Costly, free, and knows no end. 
They who once His kindness prove, 
Find it everlasting love. 
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2 Which of all our friends, to save us, 

Could or would have shed their blood ? 

But our Jesus died to have us 
Reconciled in Him to God : 

This was boundless love indeed, 

Jesus is a friend in need. 

3" When He lived on earth abased, 

" Friend of sinners" was His name ; 

Now, above all glory raised, 
He rejoices in the same : 

Still he calls them brethren, friends, 

And to all their wants attends. 

4 Oh, for grace our hearts to soften ! 

Teach us, Lord, at length to love ; 
We, alas ! forget too often, 

What a Friend we have above : 
But, when home our souls are brought, 
We shall love Thee as we ought. Newton. 

"SPEAK UNTO THE CHILDREN OF ISRAEL THAT 
THEY GO FORWARD."— EXODUS XIV. 15. 

i T7 OR WARD and fear not — the billows may 
V roll, 

But the power of Jehovah their rage can control ; 
Though the waves rise in anger, their tumult shall 

cease, 
One word of His bidding shall hush them to 

peace. 

2 Forward and fear not — though trial be near, 
The Lord is thy refuge — then whom shouldst 

thou fear ? 
His staff is thy comfort — thy safeguard His rod ; 
Be sober, be stedfast, and hope in thy God. 
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3 Forward and fear not — if false ones deride, 
The hand of the Highest is with thee to guide ! 
His truth is thy buckler, His love is thy shield ; 
On, then, to the combat, be sure not to yield. 

4 Forward and fear not — be strong in the Lord, 

In the power of His promise, the truth of His 

word ; 
Through the sea and the desert, thy pathway 

may tend, 
But He who has saved thee, will save to the end. 

5 Fonvard, and fear not — speed on thy way, 
Why shouldst thou shrink from the path in 

dismay ? 
Thou tread'st but the way thy Redeemer has 

trod, 
Then forward and fear not — but trust in thy God* 



THE CHILD OF THE LORD. 

i TT OW bless'd is the child of the Lord, 
I"! When taught of the Father to run ; 
When led by the light of His word, 
And cheered by the beams of His sun. 

2 He listens with fear and delight, 

To hear what the Master shall say ; 
He sleeps in His bosom all night, 
And walks in His love all the day. 

3 Though terrors may compass him round, 

And wildly the tempest may blow ; 
He fears not : the rock he has found, 
That rock he will never forego. 
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4 'Tis true that his pilgrimage here, 

Is chequer'd with sorrows and fears ; 
'Tis true that the cross he must bear, 
And weep in this valley of tears : 

5 But patience, submission, and love, 

Can sweeten the bitterest hours ! 
And hope, from the Heaven above, 
Still shines, when the hurricane lowers. 

6 Temptation, 'tis true, will assail, 

And trial without and within, 
And deeply his soul must bewail 
For inward corruption and sin. 

7 But the rags he once counted his own, 

Are consumed in celestial flame, 
And a mantle is over him thrown, 
Wash'd white in the blood of the Lamb. 

J. J. Gumey. 

"'COME ALL CROSSES, WELCOME, WELCOME." 
—RUTHERFORD'S LETTERS. 

1 'HP IS my happiness below 

JL Not to live without the cross, 
But the Saviour's power to know, 

Sanctifying every loss : 
Trials must and will befall ; 

But, with humble faith to see, 
Love inscrib'd upon them all, 

This is happiness to me. 

2 God, in Israel, sows the seeds, 

Of affliction, pain, and toil, 
These spring up and choke the weeds 
Which would else o'erspread the soil : 
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Trials make the promise sweet ; 

Trials give new life to prayer ; 
Trials bring me to His feet, 

Lay me low, and keep me there. 

3 Did I meet no trials here, 

No. chastisement by the way ; 
Might I not, with reason, fear, 
I should prove a castaway ? 
Bastards may escape the rod, 

Sunk in earthly, vain delight ; 
But the tme-born child of God, 
Must not, would not, if he might. 

Cowper. 

«'/ WILL GO. IN THE STRENGTH OF THE LORD 
GOD."— PSALM LA'A'I. 16. 

1 "pORTH in Thy name, O Lord, I go, 
JT My daily labour to pursue ; 
Thee, only Thee, resolved to know, 

In all I think, or speak, or do. 

2 The task Thy wisdom hath assign'd, 

O let me cheerfully fulfil ! 
In all my works Thy presence find, 
And strive to do Thy Holy will. 

3 Thee may I set at my right hand, 

Whose eyes my inmost substance see ; 
And labour on at Thy command, 
And offer all my works to Thee. 

4 Give me to bear Thy easy yoke, 

And every moment watch and pray ; 
And still to things eternal look, 
And hasten to Thy glorious day. 
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For Thee delightfully employ 

Whate'er Thy bounteous grace hath given, 
And run my course with even joy, 

And closely walk with Thee to Heaven. 

Wesley. 



"HIMSELF HATH DONE IT."— ISAIAH XXXVIII. 15. 

i ii TJ IMSELF hath done it; " how those words 

JlI Should hush to silence every murmuring 

thought ; 

" Himself hath done it " — He who loves me best, 

He who my soul with His own blood hath 

bought. 

2 " Himself hath done it," can it then be aught 

Than full of wisdom, full of tenderest love ? 
Not one unneeded sorrow will He send 
To teach this wandering heart no more to rove. 

3 " Himself hath done it;" — yes although severe 

May seem the stroke, and bitter be the cup, 
Tis His own hand that holds it, and I know 
He'll give me grace to drink it meekly up. 

4 "Himself hath done it; " and no arm but His 

Could e'er sustain when sorrow is my lot ; 
But while I know He's doing all things well, 
My heart His loving-kindness questions not. 

5 "Himself hath done it" — He who sees me through, 

Knows how I cleave to earth's ensnaring ties ; 
And so He breaks each reed on which my soul, 
Too much for happiness and joy relies. 
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6 "Himself hath done it " — He would have me see. 

What broken cisterns human friends must 
prove ; 
That I may turn and quench my burning thirst, 
At His own fount of everliving love. 

7 " Himself hath done it " — then I fain would say, 

" Thy will in all things evermore be done ! " 
E'en though that will, remove whom best I love, 
While Jesus lives, I cannot be alone. 

8 "Himself hath done it" — precious, priceless 

words ! 
" Himself," my Father, Saviour, Brother, 

Friend ; 
Whose faithfulness endures, though all should 

change ; 
Who, having loved me, loves me to the end. 

9 And when in His eternal presence blest, 

I at His feet my crown immortal cast, 
I'll gladly own, with all His ransomed saints, 
" Himself hath done it," He, the first and last. 

THE HOUR OF DEATH. 

i T EAVES have their time to fall, 

I * And flowers to wither at the north wind's 

breath, 
And stars to set, but all — 

Thou hast all seasons for thine own, O Death! 

2 Day is for mortal care, 

Eve for glad meetings round the joyous hearth; 
Night for the dreams of sleep, the voice of 
prayer ; 
But all for thee thou mightiest of the earth ! 

E 
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ON THE BIRTH OF JESUS. 

i /^*OME thou long-expected Jesus, 
V^ Born to set Thy people free ; 
From our fears and sins release us, 
Let us find our rest in Thee. 

2 Israel's strength and consolation, 

Hope of all the earth Thou art ; 
Dear desire of every nation, 
Joy of every longing heart ! 

3 Born Thy people to deliver, 

Born a child and yet a King ; 
Born to reign in us for ever, 
Now Thy gracious kingdom bring. 

4 By Thine own eternal Spirit, 

Rule in all our hearts alone ; 
By Thine all-sufficient merit, 
Raise us to thy glorious throne. 

Gurneys Hymns- 



IN SOLITUDE AND SICKNESS. 

i f^EASE thou from man— Oh ! what to thee, 
v^ Can thy poor fellow-mortals be ? 
Are they not erring, finite, frail ? 
What can their utmost aid avail ? 

2 Their very love will prove a snare ; 
Then, when thy heart becomes aware 
Of its own danger, it will bleed, 

For leaning on a broken reed. 

3 Why does thy bliss so much depend 
On earthly relative or friend ? 
There is a Friend who changes never, 
The love He gives, is given for ever. 
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4 He has withdrawn thee, now, apart, 
To teach these lessons to thy heart ; 
Has darkened all thy earthly scene, 
That thou on Him alone ma/st lean. 

5 His precious love the balm supplies, 
For which thy wounded spirit sighs ; 
That only medicine can make whole, 
The weary, faint, and sin-sick soul. 

6 Go to that Friend, poor aching heart 
He knows how desolate thou art ; 

He waits — He longs to see thee blest,. 
And in Himself to give thee rest. 

Sacred Poetry, 2nd Series, 

JfEIIOLD WE COME UNTO THEE; FOR THOU 
ART THE LORD OUR GOD."—JER. III. 22. 

i T_T ELPLESS and sinful, poor and weak, 
JTl We hear Thy gracious call ; 
Fain would our souls the blessing seek 
Thy love extends to all. 

2 We bring our sin-bound hearts, O Lord ; 

Try them ; and search within, 
And bid Thy holy fire and sword 
Consume each secret sin. 

3 We come for pardon — though our guilt 

Deeper than crimson glow ; 
Lord, Thou canst cleanse us, if Thou wilt, 
And make us white as snow. 

4 We come for peace — earth's pleasures bring, 

Care, trouble, and unrest, 
But in the shadow of Thy wing 
We shall indeed be blest. 
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5 We cannot serve Thee as we would, 

Wc need Thy chastening rod ; 
Do with us as Thou seest good, 
Thou art the Lord our God. 

6 We come in lowly, patient trust. 

Thy faithfulness to prove ; 
Lay low our pride as in the dust, 
Teach us that Thou art love. 

7 We may not doubt Thy tenderness, 

E'en though Thou seem severe ; 
Though sorely Thy corrections press, 
We will not shrink nor fear. 

8 Yet do Thou this petition grant, 

Whate'er Thou seest meet — 
An ever-deepening sense of want 
To keep us at Thy feet : 

9 A growing love to Him who died 

To save our souls from death, 
A closer cleaving to His side 
In earnest prayer and faith: 

io A holy trust that Thou wilt bow, 
Our hearts beneath Thy hand, 
And every grace with Him bestow, 
In whom alone we stand. 

1 1 If thus Thou condescend to guide 
Our footsteps in Thy word, 
Thou only shalt be glorified 
Through Jesus Christ our Lord. 

E. N. C 
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t( I/E CARETH FOR YOU." 

1 ^ 1 7HAT is it to cast the care on God ? 

VV Is it to keep the heaviest load, 
And lay some trifling weight aside ? 
Still taking thought for every hour, 
As if the Lord's sustaining power 
Were still unknown — at least untried r 

2 Is it to shrink at future things, 

To start at what the present brings, 

And groan when we but fear the rod ? 
Not to rejoice, till we receive, 
And only when we see, believe ; 
Is this to cast the care on God ? 

3 No, the believer doth not so : 
As Shiloah's waters softly go, 

He keeps his strait and even way ; 
No evil tidings doth he fear, 
His heart is fixed, his help is near, 

His strength is equal to his day. 

4 Onward he presses for the crown, 
He lays his heavy burden down, 

A weight the pilgrim cannot bear ; 
His foes without, his fears within, 
His griefs, his weakness, and his sin, 

And everything that causes care. 

5 Should doubts arise, should ills betide, 
" God will protect, God will provide,^ 

He saith ; and, pondering in his breast, 
The promise of his faithful Lord, 
He still believes His plighted word, 

And so he " enters into rest." 

From "Pictas Poetical 
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"BLESSED ARE THE DEAD WHICH DIE IX THE 
LORD."— RE VELA TIONS XIV. 13. 

i TJ ARK, a voice ! it cries from Heaven 
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" Happy in the Lord who dii 
Happy they to whom 'tis given 
From a world of grief to fly ; 
They, indeed, are truly blest, 
From their labours then they rest. 

2 All their toils and conflicts over, 

Lo ! they dwell with Christ above : 
Oh ! what glories they discover, 

In the Saviour whom they love ! 
Now they see Him, face to face, 
Him who saved them by His grace. 

3 Tis enough, enough for ever, 

'Tis His people's bright reward ; 
They indeed are blest who never 

Shall be absent from the Lord. 
Oh ! that we may die like those 
Who in Jesus then repose. 

Kelly. 



"UNDERNEATH ARE THE EVERLASTING ARMS. 
—DEUTERONOMY XXXIII. 27. 

i T)H-GRIM on the road to glory, 
Jr Pressing toward the heavenly prize ; 
'Mid the ills that now disturb thee, 

'Mid the dangers that arise ; 
When the way is dark and dreary, 

Rugged, filled with vain alarms, 
When perplexed, exhausted, weary, 

Trust the Everlasting Arms ! 
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2 When the waves of trouble threaten, 

When the billows fiercely foam, 
Human aid is unavailing, 

Friends and helpers fail to come. 
When of succour thou despairest, 

And no voice the tempest calms, 
Think of this, that underneath thee, 

Are the Everlasting Arms ! 

3 When corroding cares oppress thee, 

When the tempter's doubts assail, 
When thy secret foes distress thee, 

When they threaten to prevail ; 
When thou dread'st the thought of yielding, 

And would'st rather die than sin, 
When thy hopes seem just expiring, 

Everlasting Arms sustain ! 

4 And when all below is closing, 

When thou dread'st the briny flood, 
When thou feeFst the waters rising, 

Thou shalt find the promise good. 
Timid Christian ! venture on it, 

Bid farewell to all alarms, 
'Tis enough that underneath thee, 

Are the Everlasting Arms. 

"THOU MAKEST THE OUTGOINGS OF THE MORN- 
ING AND EVENING TO REJOICE."— PSALM LXV. 8. 

I HHHE morning's outgoings, its beauty and 
X splendour, 
To Thy creatures, O God, should Thy wit- 
nesses be : 
And the stillness of evening, more soothingly 
tender, 
Should gather our spirits to centre in Thee. 
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2 But Thy Spirit itself must livingly teach us, 

With power and with unction derived from 

above ; 
Ere the voice which they speak can availingly 

reach us, 
Or we can interpret their language of love. 

3 If the glories of nature alone could have guided, 

The pilgrims of earth to their mansions on 
high ; 
The light of the Gospel Thou had'st not provided, 
Nor a Saviour descended for sinners to die. 

4 Then pour out Thy Spirit on sons and on 

daughters, 
Open eyes to Thy beauty, and ears to Thy 

voice, 
Till praise to Thy name, like the sound of vast 

waters, 
Shall bid them with morning and evening 

rejoice. Bernard Barton, 

COLOSSI ANS I. 19. 

1 T LAY my sins on Jesus, 

L The spotless Lamb of God ; 
He bears them all, and frees us 

From the accursed load. 
I bring my guilt to Jesus, 

To wash my crimson stains 
White in His blood most precious, 

Till not a spot remains. 

2 I lay my wants on Jesus ; • 

All fulness dwells in Him : 
He heals all my diseases, 
He doth my soul redeem. 
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I lay my griefs on Jesus, 
My burdens, and my cares ; 

He from them all releases, 
He all my sorrow shares. 

3 I rest my soul on Jesus, 

This weary soul of mine ; 
His right hand me embraces, 

I on His breast recline. 
I love the name of Jesus, 

Immanuel, Christ, the Lord ; 
Like fragrance on the breezes, 

His name abroad is poured. 

4 I long to be like Jesus, 

Meek, loving, lowly, mild ; 
I long to be like Jesus, 

The Father's holy child. 
I long to be with Jesus, 

Amid the heavenly throng, 
To sing with saints His praises, 

To learn the angels' song. 

H. Bonar* 

LIGHT SHINING OUT OF DARKNESS. 

1 f~^ OD moves in a mysterious way, 
V-X His wonders to perform ; 

He plants His footsteps in the sea, 
And rides upon the storm. 

2 Deep in unfathomable mines 

Of never-failing skill, 
He treasures up His bright designs, 
And works His sovereign will. 
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3 Ye fearful saints, fresh courage take ; 

The clouds ye so much dread 
Are big with mercy, and shall break 
In blessings on your head. 

4 Judge not the Lord by feeble sense, 

But trust Him for His grace; 
Behind a frowning providence 
He hides a smiling face. 

5 His purposes will ripen fast, 

Unfolding every hour : 
The bud may have a bitter taste, 
But sweet will be the flower. 

6 Blind unbelief is sure to err, 

And scan His work in vain ; 
God is His own interpreter, 
And He will make it plain. 

Cowfer. 

WRITTEN IN A SEASON OF CONFLICT. 

i QOURCE of Eternal Love, in Thee I hide, 
O I have no refuge and no help beside ; 
Be pleased to keep me till the storm be past, 
And safely gather into rest at last. 

2 Now toiling on, amidst this daily strife, 
Struggling between the powers of death and life ; 
Fightings without and fears within prevail, 

But Thy preserving power will never fail. 

3 Thou hast engaged to bring me safely through 
All thou shalt call to suffer or to do ; 

By Thy directing hand I would be led, 
And in the appointed path of duty tread. 
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4 On Thee, the Fountain of eternal good, 

Still let me wait, to feel my strength renewed ; 

In every dispensation bless Thy power, 

And trust Thee through each dark or shining hour. 

$ If Thou would'st try my love, my faith would'st 
prove, 
Let not, O Lord, Thy chastening hand remove, 
But carry on Thy work, and set me free 
From all that separates my heart from Thee. 

f> So, in Thy time, revive my drooping soul, 
And make my sin-sick, wounded spirit whole ; 
Clothe with the garments of eternal praise, 
And let me serve and love Thee all my days. 

M. 7?. 

AT HOME IN HEAVEN. 

1 " T70R ever with the Lord !" 

A Amen ! so let it be ; 
Life from the Dead is in that word, 
'Tis immortality. 

2 Here in the body pent, 

Absent from Him I roam ; 
Yet nightly pitch my moving tent, 
A day's march nearer home. 

3 My Father's house on high, 

Home of my soul, how near 
'At times, to faith's foreseeing eye, 
Thy golden gates appear ! 

4 Ah ! then my spirit faints 

To reach the land I love, 
The bright inheritance of saints, 
Jerusalem above. 
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5 Yet clouds will intervene, 

And all my prospect flies ; 
Like Noah's dove, I flit between 
Rough seas and stormy skies. 

6 Anon the clouds depart, 

The winds and waters cease, 
While sweetly o'er my gladden'd heart 
Expands the bow of peace. 

7 Then, then I feel that He, 

Remember'd or forgot, 
The Lord, is never far from me, 
Though I perceive Him not. 

8 In darkness as in light, 

Hidden alike from view, 
I sleep, I wake within His sight, 
Who looks existence through. 

9 All that I am, have been, 

All that I yet may be, 
He sees at once as He hath seen, 
And shall for ever see. 

io How can I meet His eyes ? 
Mine on the cross I cast, 
And own my life a Saviour's prize, 
Mercy from first to last. 

1 1 " For ever with the Lord," — 

Father, if 'tis Thy will, 
The promise of that faithful word, 
Even here to me fulfil. 

12 Be Thou at my right hand, 

Then can I never fail ; 
Uphold Thou me, and I shall stand, 
Fight, and I must prevail. 
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13 So when my latest breath 

Shall rend the veil in twain, 
By death I shall escape from death, 
And life eternal gain. 

14 Knowing, as I am known, 

How shall I love that word, 

* And oft repeat before the throne, 
" For ever with the Lord." 

Montgomery. 



ON THE DEATH OF JOHN HOWARD. 

HOWARD, thy task is done, thy Master calls, 
And summons thee from Cherson's distant 

walls ; 
Come, well-approved, my faithful servant, come ! 
No more a wanderer, seek thy destined home. 
Long have I mark'd thee, with approving eye, 
And sent admiring angels from on high 
To walk the paths of danger by thy side, 
From death to shield thee, and through snares to 

guide. 
My minister of good, Fve sped thy way, 
And shot thro' dungeon's gloom a cheering ray, 
To soothe by thee, with kind, unhoped relief, 
My creatures lost, o'erwhelmed in guilt and grief ; 
Fve led thee ardent on, through distant climes ; 
To combat human woes and human crimes ; 
But, 'tis enough, thy great commission's o'er, 
I'll prove thy faith, thy love, thy zeal no more. 
Nor droop that, far from country, kindred, friends, 
Thy life, to duty long devoted, ends, 
What boots it where the high reward is given, 
Or whence the soul, triumphant, springs to heaven ? 
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CHRIST, THE KING OF GLORY, 

i r I "HE Saviour to glory is gone, 

A His sufferings and sorrows are past, 
His work is completed and done; 
And shall to eternity last. 

2 For ever He lives to bestow, 

The blessings He purchased so dear, 
Our bosoms with gratitude glow, 
Whilst to Him by faith we draw near. 

3 Expecting from Him to receive, 

All fulness of glory and grace, 
Rejoicing in hope we believe, 
His promises thankful embrace. 

4 Our King shall protect us from harm, 

Our Advocate make our plea good, 
Our Shepherd will bear in His arms, 
The sheep which He bought with His blood. 

5 Our Prophet will point out the way, 

Which leads to the mansions above ; 
Our Priest all our ransom shall pay, 
Our Friend shall unchangeably love. 

6 But whilst to the Lamb on His throne 

Our hearts and our voices we raise, 
His glory exalted we own 
Above all our blessing and praise. 

Anon. 
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THE POOL OF BETIIESDA. 

1 A ROUND Bethesda's healing wave, 
l\ Waiting the angel's glad descent, 
Whose presence health and healing gave 

To those who first for succour went, — 
With patience and with hope endued, 
Were seen the gathered multitude. 

2 Among them, there was one whose eye 

Had often seen the waters stirred, 
Whose heart had often heaved the sigh, 

The bitter sigh of hope deferred ; 
Beholding, while he suffered on, 
The healing virtue given — and gone. 

3 No power had he ; no friendly aid 

To him its timely succour brought ; 
But while his coming he delayed, 

Another won the boon he sought ; 
Until the Saviour's love was shown, 
Which healed him by a word alone. 

4 Had they who watched and waited there 

Been conscious who was passing by, 
With what unceasing, anxious care, 

Would they have sought His pitying eye; 
And craved with fervency of soul, 
His Divine power to make them whole. 

5 But habit and tradition swayed 

Their minds to trust to sense alone ; 
They only sought the angel's aid, 

While in their presence stood, unknown, 
A greater, mightier far, than he, 
With power from every pain to free. 
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6 Bethesda's pool has lost its power, 

No angel by his glad descent 
Dispenses that diviner dower 

Which with its healing waters went ; 
But He whose word surpassed its wave, 
Is still omnipotent to save. 

7 Saviour ! Thy love is still the same 

As when that healing word was spoke ; 
Still in Thine all-redeeming name 

Dwells power to burst the strongest yoke ! 
O ! be that power, that love displa/d, 
Help those — whom Thou alone canst aid ! 

Bernard Barton. 



AT PARTIXG. 
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S the sun's enlivening eye, 
Shines on every place the same, 
So the Lord is always nigh, 
To the souls that love His name. 



2 When they move at duty's call, 

He is with them by the way; 
He is ever with them all, 
Those who go and those who stay. 

3 From His holy mercy-seat 

Nothing can their souls confine ; 
Still in spirit they may meet, 
And in sweet communion join. 

4 For a season called to part, ' 

Let us then ourselves commend 
To the gracious eye and heart 
Of our ever-present friend. 
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5 Jesus ! hear our humble prayer, 

Tender Shepherd of Thy sheep ; 
Let Thy mercy and Thy care 
All our souls in safety keep. 

6 In Thy strength may we be strong, 

Sweeten every cross and pain ; 
Give us, if we live, ere long, 
Here to meet in peace again. 

7 Then if Thou Thy help afford, 

Ebenezers shall be reared ; 
And our souls shall praise the Lord, 
Who our poor petitions heard. 

Newton, 

"THERE IS JOY IN THE PRESENCE OF THE 
ANGELS OF GOD OVER ONE SINNER THAT 
REPENTETH. U —LUKE XV. io. 

i TO EDEEMED, redeemed ! 

Xv. The word went forth from the Father's 
throne, 
And a flood of light from His pleading Son 

Upon the suppliant streamed ; 
And the angel-host, with one accord, 

Sent forth a shout and song, 
For another soul redeemed to God 
Was promised to their throng. 

2 Forgiven, forgiven ! 
The words went up as the thunder's roll, 
And on the humble trembling soul 

The echoes fell from Heaven ; 
And the angels touched the silver strings 

Of their harps, and caught the word, 
Veiled their glad faces with their wings, 

And bowed before the Lord. 
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Rejoice, rejoice ! 
Great was the sound of joy above, 
And brighter seemed the realms of love, 

Sweeter the angels' voice ; 
And all because one weary heart 

Had courage to be blest, 
Had taken up the better part, 

And bathed its wings in rest. 

From Christian Lyrics. 



O THOU AFFLICTED, TOSSED WITH TEMPEST* 
AND NOT COMFORTED."— ISA. LIV. 2. 

1 T)ENSIVE, doubting, fearful heart, 

JL Hear what Christ, the Saviour says ; 
EvYy word should joy impart, 

Change thy mourning into praise. 
Yes, He speaks, and speaks to thee, 

May He help thee to believe, 
Then thou presently shalt see 

Thou hast little cause to grieve. 

2 " Fear thou not, nor be ashamed, 

All thy sorrows soon shall end ; 
I, who Heaven and Earth have fram'd, 

Am thy Husband and thy Friend : 
I, the High and Holy One, 

Israel's God, by all ador'd, 
As thy Saviour will be known, 

Thy Redeemer and thy Lord. 

3 " For a moment I withdrew, 

And thy heart was fill'd with pain, 
But my mercies 111 renew, 
Thou shalt soon rejoice again : 
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Though I seem to hide my face, 
Very soon my wrath shall cease ; 

'Tis but for a moment's space, 
Ending in eternal peace. 

4 " When my peaceful bow appears, 

Painted on the watery cloud ; 
'Tis to dissipate thy fears, 

Lest the earth should be o'erflowed. 
'Tis an emblem too of grace, 

Of my covenant love a sign ; 
Though the mountains leave their place, 

Thou shalt be for ever mine. 

5 " Though afflicted, tempest toss'd, 

Comfortless awhile thou art. 
Do not think thou canst be lost, 

Thou art graven on my heart : 
All thy wastes I will repair, 

Thou shalt be rebuilt anew ; 
And in thee it shall appear 

What a God of love can do." 

Newton. 

"THE PRISONER OF THE LORD:* 
A Sabbath Hymn for a Sick Chamber. 

1 THOUSANDS, O Lord of Hosts ! this day, 

A Around Thine altar meet ; 
And tens of thousands throng to pay 
Their homage at Thy feet. 

2 For Thou art in their midst, to teach, 

When on Thy name they call ; 
And Thou hast blessings, Lord, for each, 
Hast blessings, Lord, for all. 
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3 I, of such fellowship bereft, 

In spirit turn to Thee ; 
Oh ! hast Thou not a blessing left, 
A blessing, Lord, for me ? 

4 The dew lies thick on all the ground, 

Shall my poor fleece be dry? 
The manna rains from Heaven around, 
Shall I of hunger die ? 

5 Behold Thy prisoner— loose my bands, 

If 'tis Thy gracious will ; 
If not, contented in Thine hands, 
Behold Thy prisoner still ! 

6 I may not to Thy courts repair, 

Yet here Thou surely art ; 
Lord, consecrate a house of prayer 
In my surrender'd heart. 

7 To faith reveal the things unseen, 

To hope, the joys untold ; 
Let love, without a veil between, 
Thy glory now behold. 

8 Oh ! make Thy face on me to shine, 

That doubt and fear may cease ; 
Lift up Thy countenance benign 
On me, — and give me peace. 

James Montgomery* 

"DISCOURAGED, BECAUSE OF THE WAY?— 

NUMBERS XXI. 4. 

PILGRIM of earth, who art journeying to 
Heaven ; 
Heir of eternal life ! child of the day ! 
Cared for, watch'd over, beloved and forgiven, 
Art thou discouraged because of the way ? 
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2 Cared f or y watch* d over, tho' often thou seemest 

Justly forsaken, nor counted a child ; 
Loved and forgiven — tho' rightly thou deemest 
Thyself all unlovely, impure, and defiled. 

3 Weary and thirsty — no water-brook near thee, 

Press on, nor faint at the length of the way ; 
The God of thy life will assuredly hear thee, 
He will provide thee with strength for the day. 

4 Break through the brambles and briers that 

obstruct thee, 
Dread not the gloom and the blackness of 
night, 
Lean on the hand that will safely conduct thee, 
Trust to His eye, to whom darkness is light ! 

5 Be trustful, be steadfast, whatever betide thee, 

Only one thing do thou ask of the Lord — 
Grace to go forward, wherever He guide thee, 
Simply believing the truth of His word. 

6 Still on thy spirit deep anguish is pressing, 

Not for the yoke that His wisdom bestows, 
A heavier burden thy soul is distressing — 
A heart that is slow in His love to repose ; 

7 Earthliness, coldness, unthankful behaviour, 

Ah ! thou ma/st sorrow, but do not despair ; 
Even this grief thou ma/st bring to thy Saviour, 
Cast upon Him e'en this burden and care. 

8 Bring all thy hardness : His power can subdue it : 

How full is the promise, the blessing how free, 
" Whatsoever ye ask in My name, I will do it ; " 
"Abide in My love, and be joyful in Me." 

E. N. C. 
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PR A YER. 

i TJRAYER is the soul's sincere desire, 
JL Uttered, or unexpress'd, 
The motion of a hidden fire 
That trembles in the breast. 

2 Prayer is the burden of a sigh, 

The falling of a tear, 
The upward glancing of an eye, 
When none but God is near. 

3 Prayer is the simplest form of speech 

That infant lips can try ; 
Prayer, the sublimest strains that reach 
The Majesty on high. 

4 Prayer is the Christian's vital breath, 

The Christian's native air ; 
His watchword in the hour of death, 
He enters Heaven with prayer. 

5 Prayer is the contrite sinner's voice, 

Returning from his ways, 
While angels in their songs rejoice, 
And say, " Behold he prays." 

6 In prayer, on earth, the saints are one, 

In word, and deed, and mind, 
When with the Father and the Son 
Sweet fellowship they find. 

7 Nor prayer is made on earth alone, 

The Holy Spirit pleads ; 
And Jesus, on the eternal throne, 
For sinners intercedes. 

8 O Thou, by whom we come to God, 

The Life, the Truth, the Way ; 
The path of prayer thyself hast trod, 
Lord, teach us how to pray. 

James Montgomery 
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2 KINGS IV. 23. 

i T^HROUGH the love of God our Saviour, 
-L All will be well ; 
Free and changeless is His favour ; 

All, all is well. 
Precious is the blood that heaFd us ; 
Perfect is the grace that sealed us ; 
Strong the hand stretch'd out to shield us, 
All must be well. 

2 Though we pass through tribulation, 

All will be well ; 
Ours a free and full salvation, 

All, all is well. 
Happy, still to God confiding ; 
Fruitful, if in Christ abiding ; 
Holy, through the Spirit's guiding, 

All must be well. 

3 We expect a bright to-morrow, — 

All will be well ; 
Faith can sing through days of sorrow, 

All, all is well. 
On our Father's love relying, 
Jesus ev*ry need supplying, 
Or in living or in dying, 

All must be well. 

Mary Bowly. 

SUBMISSION. 

THERE is a secret in the ways of God, 
With His own children, which none others 
know, 
That sweetens all He does : and if such peace, 
While under His afflicting hand we find, 
What will it be to sea Him as He is ? 
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And past the reach of all that now disturbs 

The tranquil soul's repose, to contemplate, 

In retrospect unclouded, all the means 

By which His wisdom has prepared His saints 

For the vast weight of glory which remains ? 

Come then, affliction, if my Father bids, 

And be my frowning friend: a friend that frowns 

Is better than a smiling enemy. 

We welcome clouds which bring the farmer rain, 

Though they the present prospect blacken round, 

And shade the beauties of the op'ning year, 

That, by their stores enriched, the earth may yield 

A fruitful summer and a plenteous crop. 

Swaine. 

ON THE DEATH OF A BELIEVER. 

i T N vain my fancy strives to paint 
A The moment after death, 
The glories that surround the saints 
When yielding up their breath. 

2 One gentle sigh their fetters breaks, 

We scarce can say they're gone, 
Before the willing spirit takes 
Her mansion near the throne. 

3 Faith strives, but all its efforts fail, 

To trace her in her flight ; 
No eye can pierce within the veil 
Which hides that world of light. 

4 Thus much (and this is all) we know, 

They are completely blest ; 
Have done with sin, and care, and woe, 
And with their Saviour rest. 
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5 On harps of gold they praise His name, 

His face they always view, 
Then let us followers be of them, 
That we may praise Him too. 

6 Their faith and patience, love and zeal, 

Should make their memory dear ; 
And, Lord, do Thou the prayers fulfil 
They offend for us here. 

7 While they have gain'd, we losers are, 

We miss them day by day ! 
But Thou canst every breach repair, 
And wipe our tears away. 

8 We pray, as in Elisha's case, 

When great Elijah went, — 
" May double portions of Thy grace, 
To us, who stay, be sent." 

Newton, 



CONTENTMENT. 

HEAVENLY contentment, blessed state I 
The rich, the honoured, and the great 
Their fair pretensions plead, 
But those who make the Lord their friend, 
Partake of joys that cannot end, 
And they are blest indeed. 

Whatever be their daily lot, 
In joy or grief, it matters not, 

Outwardly rich or poor, 
The Lord has promised to provide, 
To Him they all their wants confide, 

And their relief is sure. 
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3 His daily mercies from above, 
These can receive with grateful love 

And richly all enjoy ; 
They feel amidst their hourly strife, 
That in His favour there is life, 

And in His presence joy. 

4 How happy those who thus repose 
In Him their sorrows and their woes, 

And feel a heavenly rest ; 
In each condition learning still, 
Holy submission to His will ; 

These are the truly blest. 

M.B. 



RESJGNA TION. 

LORD, it belongs not to my care, 
Whether I die or live ; 
To love and serve Thee is my share, 

And this Thy grace must give. 
If life be long, I will be glad, 

That I may long obey ; 
If short, yet why should I be sad 
To soar to endless day ? 

Christ leads me through no darker rooms, 

Than He went through before ; 
He that into God's kingdom comes, 

Must enter by the door. 
Come, Lord, when grace has made me meet, 

Thy blessed face to see, 
For if Thy work on earth is sweet, 

What will Thy glory be ? 



I 
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3 Then shall I end my sad complaints, 
And weary, sinful days : 
And join with the triumphant saints, 

Who sing Jehovah's praise. 
My knowledge of that life is small, 

The eye of faith is dim ; 
But 'tis enough that Christ knows all, 
And I shall be with Him. 

7?. Baxter. 



MORNING HYMN. 

i T^H ROUGH all the dangers of the night, 
-L Preserv'd O Lord, by Thee, 
Again we hail the cheerful light, 
Again we bow the knee. 

2 Preserve us, Lord, throughout the day ; 

And guide us by Thine arm ! 
For they are safe, and only they, 
Whom Thou preserv'st from harm. 

3 Oh ! may the beams of truth divine 

With clear convincing light, 

In all our understandings shine, 

And chase our mental night. 

4 Let all our words and all our ways, 

Declare that we are Thine ; 
That so the light of truth and grace, 
Before the world may shine. 

5 Nor let us turn away from Thee, 

Dear Saviour, hold us fast ; 
Till with immortal eyes we see 
Thy glorious face at last. 

Kelly. 
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THE CHILD.— PSALM LXXIII. 28. 

1 A S when a child, secure from harms, 
jTjl Hangs at the mother's breast, 
Safe folded in her anxious arms, 

Receiving food and rest ; 
And while through many a painful path 

The travelling parent speeds, 
The fearless babe, with passive faith, 

Lies still and yet proceeds. 

2 Should some short start his quiet break, 

He fondly strives to fling 
His little arms around her neck, 

And closer seems to cling ; 
Poor child ! maternal love alone 

Preserves thee first and last ; 
Thy parent's arms, and not thine own, 

Are those that hold thee fast. 

3 So souls that would to Jesus cleave, 

And hear His secret call, 
Must every fair pretension leave, 

And let the Lord be all.' 
" Keep close to me, thou helpless sheep," 

The Shepherd softly cries ; 
" Lord, tell me what 'tis, close to keep," 

The listening sheep replies. 

4 " Thy whole dependence on me fix, 

Nor entertain a thought 
Thy worthless schemes with mine to mix,. 

But venture to be nought : 
Fond self-direction is a shelf ; — 

Thy strength, thy wisdom, flee ; 
When thou art nothing in thyself, 

Then thou art close to me." 

Hart 
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THE SAVIOUR'S INVITATION. 

i T T ARK ! the Saviour's voice is speaking, 
jl\ Words of kindness and of love : — 
" Come to me, ye heavy laden, 
I will give you rest above." 

2 Come, ye tempest toss'd and weary, 

Sinking in the stormy way, 
Filled with tender love and mercy, 
He is calling you to-day. 

3 Leave, O leave this world of sorrow, 

Lasting pleasure is not here, 
Brightest scenes are quickly blighted, 
Smiles are followed by a tear. 

4 Wtiy delay ? the time is fleeting, 

Life is passing with the day. 

Every stroke the pulse is beating, 

Bears us farther on our way. 

J.L. 

HYMN OF BERNARD* 

i T ESUS, the very thought of Thee, 
J With sweetness fills my breast, 
But sweeter far Thy face to see, 
And in Thy presence rest. 

2 Nor voice can sing, nor heart can frame, 
Nor can the memory find, 
A sweeter sound than Thy blest name, 
Thou Saviour of mankind ! 

• The Original Latin may be found in " Daniel's Thesaurus 
Hymnologicus," Vol. I. p. 227. 
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3 O hope of every contrite heart, 

Oh joy of all the meek ; 
To those who fall, how kind Thou art, 
How good to those who seek. 

4 But what to those who find ? Ah, this, 

Nor tongue, nor pen, can show, 
The love of Jesus, what it is ? 
None but His loved ones know. 

LUTHER'S HYMN. 

i "HP IS not too hard, too high an aim, 
JL Secure thy part in Christ to claim ; 
The sensual instinct to control, 
And warm with purer fires the soul. 
Nature will raise up all her strife, 
Foe to the flesh-abasing life, 
Loth in a Saviour's death to share, 
Her daily cross compell'd to bear ; 
But grace omnipotent at length 
Shall arm the saint with saving strength ; 
Through the sharp war with aids attend, 
And his long conflict sweetly end. 

2 Act but the infant's gentle part, 
Give up to love thy willing heart ; 
No fondest parent's tender breast 
Yearns like thy God's to make thee blest ; 
Taught its dear mother soon to know, 
The simplest babe its love can show : 
Bid bashful, servile fear retire, 

The task no labour will require. 

3 The sovereign Father, good and kind, 
Wants but to have His child resigned ; 
Wants but thy yielded heart (no more) 
With His rich gifts of grace to store, 
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He to thy soul no anguish brings, 
From thy own stubborn will it springs, 
That foe but crucify, thy bane, 
Nought shalt thou know of frowns or pain. 

4 Shake from thy soul, o'erwhelmed, deprest, 
The incumbering load that galls its rest ; 
That wastes her strength with bondage vain, 
With courage break the enslaving chain ; 
Let faith exert its conquering power ; 

Say, in thy fearing, trembling hour, 
" Father ! Thy pitying aid impart," 
'Tis done ; a sigh can reach His heart. 

5 Yet, if more earnest plaints to raise, 
Awhile His succours He delays, 
Though His kind hand thou canst not feel, 
The smart let lenient patience heal ; 

Or if corruption's strength prevail, 
And oft thy pilgrim footsteps fail, 
Lift for His grace thy louder cries, 
So shalt thou cleans'd and stronger rise* 

6 If haply still thy mental shade, 

Deep as the midnight's gloom be* made, 
On the sure, faithful arm divine, 
Firm let thy fast'ning trust recline, 
The gentlest Sire, the best of friends, 
To thee, nor loss, nor harm intends : 
Though tossed upon the boist'rous main, 
No wreck thy vessel shall sustain, 
Should there remain of rescuing grace 
No glimpse, no shadow left to trace, 
Hear thy Lord's voice : " 'Tis Jesus' will," 
Believe, thou dark, lost pilgrim, still. 
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7 Then thy sad nights of terrors past*, 
Though the dread season long may last, 
Sweet peace shall from the smiling skies 
Like a new dawn before thee rise ; 

Then shall thy faith's firm grounds appear 

Thy soul shall see salvation clear. 

Be hence encouraged more, when tried, 

In the best Father to confide. 

O my too blind but nobler part, 

Be moved ! be won by these, my heart ! 

See of how rich a lot, how bless'd 

The true believer stands possess'd. 

8 Come, backward soul, to God resign ; 
Peace, His best blessing, shall be thine : 
Boldly recumbent on His care, 

Cast thy full burden only there. 

PSALM LXXII. 

i T T AIL to the Lord's anointed ! 
JT1 Great David's greater Son ; 
Hail, in the time appointed, 

His reign on earth begun ! 
He comes to break oppression, 

To set the captive free ; 
To take away transgression, 

And rule in equity. 

2 He comes with succour speedy, 

To those who suffer wrong, 
To help the poor and needy, 

And bid the weak be strong ; 
To give them songs for sighing, 

Their darkness turn to light, 
Whose souls, condemn'd and dying, 

Were precious in His sight. 
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3 By such shall He be fear'd, 

While sun and moon endure, 
Beloved, obeyed, revered ; 

For He shall judge the poor, 
Through changing generations, 

With justice, mercy, truth, 
While stars maintain their stations, 

Or moons renew their youth. 

4 He shall come down, like showers 

Upon the fruitful earth, v 
And love, joy, hope, like flowers, 

Spring in His path to birth : 
Before Him, on the mountains, 

Shall Peace, the herald, go ; 
And righteousness in fountains 

From hill to valley flow. 

5 Arabia's desert-ranger 

To Him shall bow the knee ; 
The Ethiopian stranger 

His glory come to see ; 
With offerings of devotion, 

Ships from the isles shall meet, 
To pour the wealth of ocean 

In tribute at His feet. 

6 Kings shall fall down before Him, 

And gold and incense bring ; 
All nations shall adore Him, 

His praise all people sing ! 
For He shall have dominion 

O'er river, sea, and shore, 
Far as the eagle's pinion 

Or dove's light wing can soar. 
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7 For Him shall prayer unceasing, 

And daily vows ascend ; 
His kingdom still increasing, 

A kingdom without end: 
The mountain dews shall nourish 

A seed in weakness sown, 
Whose fruit shall spread and flourish, 

And shake like Lebanon. 

S O'er every foe victorious, 

He on His throne shall rest, 
From age to age more glorious, 

All-blessing and all-blest ; 
The tide of time shall never 

His covenant remove ; 
His name shall stand for ever ; 
That name to us is — Love. 

James Montgomery. 



CALMNESS IN THE PROSPECT OF DEATH. 

i r\ DEATH ! why should I dread thy feet, 
\J That come to bring me peace, 
That bear me to my Saviour's seat, 
Where sin and sorrow cease. 

2 Then mourn not thus, my dearest friends, 

That I am hastening home ; 
The Saviour for His servant sends, 
And glad, dear Lord, I come. 

3 Hast Thou not watched me all the way? 

Redeemed my soul from ill ? 
Through death's dark vale I shall not stray, 
For Thou art with me still. 
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4 My heart and flesh are failing fast, 

But Thou, my strength, art near; 
And soon the latest struggle past, 
With Thee I shall appear. 

5 I go to taste of joys untold, 

That flow Thy throne beside : 
And there, within Thy heavenly fold, 
For ever to abide. 

Sacred Poetry, 2nd Series. 



SHORTNESS OF HUMAN LIFE. 

i T ORD, what is life? 7 Tis like a flower 
1 j That blossoms and is gone ! 
We see it flourish for an hour, 

With all its beauty on ; 
Death comes, and like a wintry day, 
It cuts the lovely flower away. 

2 Lord, what is life ? 'Tis like the bow 

That glistens in the sky ; 
We love to see its colours glow, 

But while we look they die. 
Life fades as soon ; to-day 'tis here ; 
To-morrow it may disappear. 

3 Lord, what is life ? If spent with Thee 

In humble praise and prayer, 
How long or short this life may be, 

We need but little care, 
Because our life in Heaven will last 
When all earth's fleeting joys are past. 

Jane Taylor. 
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"LOVEST THOU ME? n 

i J HPIS a point I long to know, 

JL Oft it causes anxious thought, — 
Do I love the Lord or no ? 
Am I His, or am I not ? 

2 If I love, why am I thus ? 

Why this dull, this lifeless frame ? 
Hardly, sure, can they be worse, 
Who have never heard His name. 

3 Could my heart so hard remain, 

Prayer a task and burden prove, 
Every trifle give me pain, 
If I knew a Saviour's love ? 

4 If I pray, or hear, or read, 

Sin is mix'd with all I do : 
You that love the Lord indeed, 
Tell me, is it thus with you ? 

5 Yet I mourn my stubborn will, 

Find my sin a grief and thrall ; 
Should I grieve for what I feel, 
If I did not love at all ? 

6 Could I joy His saints to meet, 

Choose the ways I once abhorr'd, 
Find at times the promise sweet, 
If I did not love the Lord ? 

7 Lord, decide this doubtful case ! 

Thou who art Thy people's sun, 
Shine upon Thy work of grace, 
If it be indeed begun. 

S Let me love Thee more and more, 
If I love at all, I pray ; 
If I have not lov'd before, 
Help me to begin to-day. 
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"THY WILL BE DONE." 

1 IV y/T Y God, my Father, while I stray, 

1V1 Far from my home, on life's rough way, 
Oh, teach me from my heart to say, 
"Thy will be done!" 

2 Tho' dark my path and sad my lot, 
Let me " be still," and murmur not ; 
Or breathe the prayer divinely taught, 

"Thy will be done!" 

3 What tho' in lonely grief I sigh 
For friends beloved, no longer nigh, 
Submissive still would I reply, 

" Thy will be done !" 

4 If thou shoulds't call me to resign 
What most I prize, (it ne'er was mine,) 
I only yield Thee what was Thine ; 

"Thy will be done!" 

5 Should grief or sickness waste away 
My life in premature decay, 

My Father ! still I strive to say, 
" Thy will be done !" 

6 Let but my fainting heart be blessed 
With Thy good Spirit for its guest ; 
To Thee, O Lord, I leave the rest ; 

"Thy will be done!" 

7 Renew my will from day to day ! 
Blend it with Thine, and take away 
All that now makes it hard to say 

" Thy will be done !" 

8 Then when on earth I breathe no more, 
The prayer oft mixed with tears before, 
111 sing upon a happier shore 

"Thy will be done!" 

CharliotU ElliotL 
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THE CHRISTIAN RACE. 

i A WAKE our souls, away our fears, 
l\ Let every trembling thought be gone, 
Awake and run the heavenly race, 
And put a cheerful courage on. 

2 True, 'tis a strait and thorny road, 

And mortal spirits tire and faint ; 
But they forget the mighty God, 
Who feeds the strength of every saint. 

3 The mighty God, whose matchless power, 

Things great and marvellous hath done, 
And firm endures, while endless years, 
Their everlasting circles run. 

4 From Thee, the overflowing spring, 

Our souls shall drink a fresh supply ; 

While such as trust their fancied strength, 

Shall droop and wither, faint and die. 

5 Swift as an eagle cuts the air, 

We'll mount aloft to Thine abode ; 
On wings of love our souls shall fly, 
Nor tire amidst the heavenly road. 

Watts. 



HUNGERING AND THIRSTING AFTER 
RIGHTEOUSNESS. 

I /~\ FOR a heart made clean by grace Divine, 
\^J Lord, let Thy Spirit through my spirit 

shine, 
Whate'er consists not with Thy will remove, 
And in Thy crucible my nature prove. 
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2 I have a heart that is defiled by sin, 

Too oft deceit and guile are found within ; 
Thy work of love renew within my soul, 
And make my wounded, sm-sick spirit whole. 

3 My nature change through Thy transforming 

grace, 
Amongst Thy children let me have a place ; 
Through Christ my Saviour true repentance give, 
That I to Thee, henceforth, alone may live. 

4 May I through Him, with Thee acceptance find, 
His likeness stamp upon my heart and mind ; 
Wash all my sins away ; their crimson stain 
Hide 7 neath the fulness of His glorious name. 

5 Though I am weak and sinful, frail and poor, 
In Him my riches and my strength are sure ; 
In humble confidence I urge my plea, 

And through my dear Redeemer come to Thee. 

6 Thus in Thy well-Beloved owned and blessed, 
Let me enjoy in Thee a heavenly rest ; 
Behold Thy glorious excellence revealed, 
And know my pardon and redemption sealed. 

7 Fresh as the waters from their fountains spring, 
So let Thy love cause my dumb tongue to sing, 
That faith, and hope, and heavenly joy and peace, 
May fill my soul and more and more increase. 

M.R. 

"FEAR NOT, ABRAHAM; I AM THY SHIELD, AND 
THY EXCEEDING GREAT REWARD." 

I HPHE God of Abraham praise, 
JL Who reigns enthroned above, 
Ancient of everlasting days, 
And God of love. 
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Jehovah, great I AM, 
By earth and Heaven confest ; 
I bow and bless the sacred name, 
For ever blest. 

2 The God of Abraham praise, 
At whose supreme command 
From earth I rise, and seek the joys 
At His right hand : 
I all on earth forsake, 
Its wisdom, fame, and power ; 
And Him my only portion make, 
My shield and tower. 

.3 The God of Abraham praise, 
Whose all-sufficient grace 
Shall guide me all my pilgrim days 
In all my ways. 
He calls a worm His friend, 
He calls Himself my God ; 
And He shall save me to the end, 
Through Jesu's blood. 

4 He by Himself hath sworn, 
I on His oath depend ; 
I shall, on eagles' wings upborne, 
To Heaven ascend ; 
I shall behold His face, 
I shall His power adore, 
And sing the wonders of His grace 
For evermore. 

SECOND PART. 

* HP HOUGH nature's strength decay, 
X And earth and hell withstand, 
To Canaan's bounds I urge my way, 
At His command. 
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The watery deep I pass, 
With Jesus in my view ; 
And through the howling wilderness. 
My way pursue. 

The goodly land I see, 
With peace and plenty blest ; 
A land of sacred liberty, 
And endless rest. 
There milk and honey flow ; 
And oil and wine abound ; 
And trees of life for ever grow, 
With mercy crown'd. 

There dwells the Lord our King,, 
The Lord our Righteousness, 
Triumphant o'er the world and sin, 
The Prince of Peace ; 
On Zion's sacred height, 
His kingdom still maintains ; 
And glorious with His saints in light 
For ever reigns. 

He keeps His own secure, 
He guards them by His side, 
Arrays in garments white and pure 
His spotless bride ; 
With streams of sacred bliss, 
With groves of living joys, 
With all the fruits of Paradise, 
He still supplies. 

THIRD PART. 

BEFORE the great Three-One,. 
They all exulting stand, 
And tell the wonders He hath done,. 
Through all their land : 
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The listening worlds attend, 
And swell the growing fame : 
And sing, in songs which never end, 
The wondrous name. 

The God who reigns on high 
The great archangels sing : 
And, " Holy, holy, holy," cry, 
" Almighty King ! 
Who was and is the same, 
And evermore shall be ; 
Jehovah, Father, great I AM, 
We worship Thee." 

Before the Saviour's face, 
The ransom'd nations bow ; 
O'erwhelm'd at His almighty grace, 
For ever new ; 
He shows His prints of love, — 
They kindle to a flame ! 
And sound through all the worlds above 
The slaughter^ Lamb. 

The whole triumphant host 
Give thanks to God on high ; 
" Hail, Father, Son, and Holy Ghost," 
They ever cry : 
Hail, Abraham's God, and mine ! 
(I join the heavenly lays,) 
All might and majesty are Thine, 
And endless praise. 

Thomas Olivers? 1772. 



• On the history of this Hymn, see " Hymn Writers and their 
Hymns," by 8. Jr. Chrittophtr, pp. as — 28. 
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THE BEST PROTECTION. 

i T 1 THY those fears ? — Behold, 'tis Jesus 
V V Holds the helm and guides the ship, 
Spreads the sails, that catch the breezes 
Sent to waft us through the deep, 

To the regions 
Where the mourners cease to weep. 

2 Could we stay where death is hov'ring ? 

Would we rest on such a shore ? 

No ! — the awful truth discovering, 

We could linger there no more ! 

We forsake it, 
Leaving all we loved before. 

3 Though the shore we hope to land on, 

Only by report is known, 
Yet, we freely all abandon, 
Led by that report alone ; 

And to Jesus 
Through the trackless deep move on. 

4 Led by Him we brave the ocean, 

Led by Him the storm defy ; 
Calm amidst tumultuous motion, 
Knowing that our Lord is nigh. 

Waves obey Him, 
And the storms before Him fly. 

5 Rendered safe by His protection, 

We shall pass the watery waste ; 
Trusting to His wise direction, 
We shall gain the port at last ; 

And, with wonder, 
Think on toils and dangers past. 
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6 Oh ! what pleasures there await us ! 
There the tempests cease to roar ; 
There it is, that those who hate us 
Shall molest our peace no more : 

Trouble ceases, 
On that tranquil, happy shore. 

Kelly, 1769; — 1855. 

ON RECOVERY FROM A DANGEROUS ILLNESS. 

1 A /T Y God, Thy service well demands 
IV JL The remnant of my days : 
Why was this fleeting breath reneVd, 

But to renew Thy praise ? 

2 Thine arms of everlasting love 

Did this weak frame sustain, 
When life was hovering o'er the grave, 
And nature sunk with pain. 

3 Thou, when the pains of death were felt, 

Didst chase the fears of hell, 
And teach my pale and quivering lips 
Thy matchless grace to tell. 

4 Calmly I bow'd my fainting head 

On my Redeemer's breast ; 
Pleas'd to obey my Father's call 
To His eternal rest. 

5 Into Thy hands, my Saviour God, 

Did I my life resign, 
In firm dependence on the grace 
That made salvation mine. 

6 Where Thou determin'st mine abode, 

There would I choose to be, 
For in Thy presence death is life, 
And earth is Heaven with Thee ! 
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7 Back, from the borders of the grave, 
At Thy command I come : 
Nor would I urge a speedier flight 
To my celestial home. 



" THE LORD IS MY SHEPHERD, I SHALL 

NOT WANT." 

i r "PHE Lord my Shepherd is : 
A And He my soul will keep ; 
He knoweth who are His, 

And watcheth o'er His sheep. 
Away with every anxious fear ; 
We cannot want while He is near. 

2 His wisdom doth provide 

The pasture where I feed ; 
Where the still waters glide 

Along the quiet mead ; 
He leads my feet, and, when I roam, 
O'ertakes and brings the wanderer home. 

3 He leads ; Himself, the way 

His faithful flock should take ; 
They who His voice obey, 

His love will ne'er forsake ; 
For He has pledged His holy name, 
He who for ever is the same. 

4 Let me but feel him near, 

Death's gloomy pass in view, 
I'll walk without a fear 

The shadowy valley through ; 
With rod and staff my Shepherd's care 
Will guard my steps, and guide me there. 
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5 Still is my table spread ; 

My foes stand silent by ; 
I feed on living bread ; 

My cruse is never dry ; 
And surely love and mercy will 
Attend me on my journey still. 

6 Still hope and grateful praise 

Shall form my constant song ; 
Shall cheer my gloomiest days, 

And tune my dying tongue ; 
Until my ransomed soul shall rise 
To praise Him better in the skies 

Conder. 



ON THE FIRST ANNIVERSARY OF THE DEATH 
OF A BELOVED FRIEND. 

i A YEAR in Heaven — one perfect year, 
l\ Unsullied by a single tear, 
Unmarred by pain, undimmed by fear, 

A year in Heaven ! 
Oh ! blest are they, supremely blest, 
To whom this everlasting rest 
Within the gates, on Jesus' breast, 

Is early given. 

2 Thrice happy ye, who called away, 
Have one year less on earth to stay, 
Have one year less to trace the way 

Which all must tread ; 
Who from the trance of death awaking, 
This clod of dying life forsaking, 
Your seats with that bright band are taking, 
Whom we call dead ! 
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3 The dead ! how little do we know ; 
Or rather should we call them so, 
Who linger in this world below, 

And daily die. 
Immortal ye, death's fatal quiver 
May make our trembling spirits shiver, 
It cannot overpass that river 

Which flows on high. 

4 On Jordan's bank with you we stood, 
We watched the swelling of the flood, 
But soon ye found the " bottom good," 

The footing true. 
The veil was drawn, but o'er our night 
Streamed one bright ray of heavenly light, 
With solemn joy we hailed the sight, 

And breathed Adieu ! 

5 Long as our Life on earth shall last, 
That bright remembrance of the past 
Shall still its radiance o'er us cast, 

An earnest given, 
That we, companions in the race, 
Shall spend with them, through boundless 

grace, 
A year, unlimited in space, 

A year in Heaven ! 



ON THE HOLY SCRIPTURES. 

THE Spirit breathes upon the word, 
And brings the truth to sight ; 
Precepts and promises afford 
A sanctifying light. 
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2 A glory gilds the sacred page, 

Majestic like the sun ; 
It gives a light to every age, 
It gives, but borrows none. 

3 The hand that gave thee still supplies 

The gracious light and heat ; 
His truths upon the nations rise, 
They rise, but never set. 

4 Let everlasting thanks be thine 

For such a bright display, 
As makes a world of darkness shine, 
With beams of heavenly day. 

5 My soul rejoices to pursue 

The steps of Him I love, 
Till glory breaks upon my view 
In brighter worlds above. 



Covjper. 



"THE LITTLE WHILE.' 



1 /°VH, for the peace that floweth as a river, 
v^/ Making life's desert places bloom and smile ! 
Oh, for the faith to grasp Heaven's bright "for 

ever," 
Amid the shadows of earth's " little while !" 

2 " A little while," for patient vigil-keeping, 

To face the stern, to wrestle with the strong ; 
" A little while," to sow the seed with weeping, 
Then bind the sheaves, and sing the harvest song. 

3 " A little while," to wear the robe of sadness, 

To toil, with weary step, through miry ways ; 
Then to pour forth the fragrant oil of gladness,. 
And clasp the girdle round the robe of praise ! 

H 
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4 " A little while," 'midst shadow and illusion, 

To strive, by faith, love's mysteries to spell ; 
Then read each dark enigma's bright solution, 
Whilst meekly owning "He doth all things well!" 

5 " A little while," the earthen pitcher taking 

To wayside brooks, from far-off fountains fed, 
Then the cold lip, its thirst for ever slaking, 
Beside the fulness of the fountain head ! 

6 " A little while," to keep the oil from failing, 

"A little while," faith's flickering lamp to trim ; 
And then, the bridegroom's coming footsteps 
hailing, 
To haste to meet Him with the bridal hymn ! 

7 And He, who is Himself the Gift and Giver, 

The future glory, and the present smile, 
With the bright promise of the glad " for ever," 
Will light the shadows of the " little while." 

Jane Crewdson. 



"AND WHEN HE HAD OPENED THE SEVENTH 
SEAL THERE WAS SILENCE IN HEAVEN, 
ABOUT THE SPACE OF HALF-AN-HOUR."— 
REV. VIII. x. 

i O ILENCE in Heaven/ where angel throngs 
v3 Their Alleluias raise ; 
And ransom'd saints in grateful songs, 
Pour forth their joy and praise. 

2 Silence, where stars, as on they roll'd, 
Made song their glad employ, 
And sons of God, in days of old, 
Were wont to shout for joy. 
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3 Silence in Heaven I where harp and voice, 
In anthems of applause, 
Might everlastingly rejoice, 
And need no silent pause. 

4. Yet even there a pause was known ! 
When utterance seemed to fail ; 
And silence, with its breathless tone, 
Took up the wondrous tale. 

5 May not the fact a lesson teach 

To us on earth below ? 
That more than music, song or speech, 
Silence His praise may show ! 

6 Oh ! if thou thus hast learnt His will, 

May'st thou its blessings share ; 
And find in silent worship still, 
Thanksgiving, praise, and prayer ! 

B. Barton. 

NOT ASHAMED OF CHRIST. 

i T ESUS ! and shall it ever be, 
J A mortal man ashamed of Thee ? 
Ashamed of Thee ! whom angels praise, 
Whose glories shine through endless days* 

2 Ashamed of Jesus ! sooner far 
Let evening blush to own a star ! 
He sheds the beams of light divine 
O'er this benighted soul of mine. 

3 Ashamed of JesuS ! yes, I may, 
When I've no guilt to wash away ; 
No tear to wipe, no good to crave, 
No fear to quell, no soul to save. 



IOO 



4 Ashamed of Jesus ! just as soon 
Let midnight be ashamed of noon ; 
'Tis midnight with my soul till He, 
Bright Morning Star, bids darkness flee. 

5 Ashamnd of Jesus ! that dear friend, 
On whom my hopes of Heaven depend ; 
No, when I blush, be this my shame, 
That I no more revere His name. 

6 Till then — nor is my boasting vain, 
Till then — I boast a Saviour slain ; 
And O ! may this my glory be, 
That Christ is not ashamed of me ! 



Gregg. 



JOHN XIV. 6. 




r A MID life's wild commotion, 
l\ Where nought the heart can cheer, 
Who points beyond its ocean 

To Heaven's brighter sphere ? 
Our feeble footsteps guiding, 

When from the path we stray, 
Who leads to bliss abiding ? 

'Tis Christ — our only way. 

2 When doubts and fears distress us, 

And all around is gloom, 
And shame and fear oppress us, 

Who can our souls illume ? 
Heaven's rays are round us gleaming, 

And making all things bright, 
When Christ the Truth is beaming, 

In glory on our sight. 
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3 Who fills our hearts with gladness 

That none can take away ? 
Who shows us, 'midst our sadness, 

The distant realms of day ? 
'Mid fears of death assailing, 

Who stills the heart's wild strife ? 
'Tis Christ ! our aid unfailing, 

The Way, the Truth, the Life / 

From " Hymns for the Church on Earth? — ArndL 

IT IS WELL. 

i T T is well, in the guidance of infinite love, 
JL It is well in the counsels of God only wise ; 
It is well with the soul whose best hopes are above, 
Whose thoughts all aspire to a home in the skies. 

2 'Tis true we've a changeable climate below, 

We have sunshine and storm, parching drought 
and cool showers, 
In our spring-time of promise the wintry winds 
blow, 
To blight our fair fruit, and to wither our flowers. 

3 The bud that before us in lovliness blows, 

Sheds its delicate leaves on our path and is o'er, 
The tree 'neath whose covert we loved to repose, 
Bows its head to the spoiler and shades us no 
more. 

4 But the sunbeam that painted that beautiful 

flower, 
The soft dews maturing that shadowing tree, 
Retain all their freshness, their warmth, and their 

power, 
An unchangeable promise secures them to me. 
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5 Shall I mourn them? Oh,- yes! but I may not 

repine ; 
It is well, in the counsels of infinite love ; 
It is well, when our choicest delights we resign, 
To the all-perfect will of our Father above. 

6 I weep, but in sorrow's most desolate hour, 

My Saviour is nigh, and He sees all my tears ; 
In the cloud of my grief, though it heavily lowers, 
The soul-cheering bow of His mercy appears. 

7 It is well ! the fair symbol of covenant grace, 

The pledge of God's truth to the feeble in heart, 
The mountains shall tremble, the rocks leave their 
place, 
Ere His word shall be broken, His kindness 
depart. 

8 Press on then, my soul, be thou steadfast till death ! 

No perishing crown to the faithful is given ; 
Let thy prayers be more fervent, more constant 
thy faith, 
Thy home is above, thy best treasure in Heaven ! 

M, S. Fox. 



"ASA' WHAT I SHALL GIVE THEE."—i KINGS III. 5. 

i /^*OME, my soul, thy suit prepare, 
V^ Jesus loves to answer prayer ; 
He Himself has bid thee pray, 
Therefore will not say thee nay. 

2 Thou art coming to a King, 
Large petitions with thee bring ; 
For His grace and power are such, 
None can ever ask too much. 
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3 With my burden I begin ; 
Lord, remove this load of sin ! 
Let Thy blood, for sinners spilt, 
Set my conscience free from guilt. 

4 Lord ! I come to Thee for rest, 
Take possession of my breast ; 

There Thy blood-bought right maintain, 
And without a rival reign. 

5 As the image in the glass 
Answers the beholder's face ; 
Thus unto my heart appear, 
Print Thy own resemblance there. 

6 While I am a pilgrim here, 
Let Thy Love my spirit cheer, 

As my Guide, my Guard, my Friend, 
Lead me to my journey's end. 

7 Show me what I have to do, 
Every hour my strength renew ; 
Let me live a life of faith, 

Let me die Thy people's death. 

Newton. 



LO! WE HAVE LEFT ALL AND FOLLOWED THEE. 

I T ESUS, I my cross have taken, 
I All to leave and follow Thee ! 
Naked, poor, despised, forsaken, 

Thou, from hence, my all shalt be : 
Perish every fond ambition, 

All I've sought, or hoped, or known ; 
Yet how rich is my condition, 

God and Heaven are still my own ? 
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2 Let the world despise and leave me, 

They have left my Saviour too ; 
Human hearts and looks deceive me, 

Thou art not, like them, untrue. 
And whilst Thou shalt smile upon me, 

God of wisdom, love, and might, 
Foes may hate, and friends may scorn me, 

Show Thy face, and all is bright ! 

3 Go, then, earthly fame and treasure ! 

Come disaster, scorn, and pain ! 
In Thy service pain is pleasure, 

With Thy favour loss is gain. 
I have called Thee, Abba, Father, 

I have set my heart on Thee ; 
Storms may howl, and clouds may gather, 

All must work for good to me. 

4 Man may trouble and distress me, 

'Twill but drive me to Thy breast ; 
Life with trials hard may press me, 

Heaven will bring me sweeter rest. 
Oh ! 'tis not in grief to harm me, 

While Thy love is left to me ; 
Oh ! 'twere not in joy to charm me, 

Were that joy unmixed with Thee. 

5 Soul, then know thy full salvation, 

Rise o'er sin, and fear, and care ; 
Joy to find in every station 

Something still to do or bear. 
Think what spirit dwells within thee, 

Think what Father's smiles are thine ; 
Think that Jesus died to save thee : 

Child of Heaven, canst thou repine ? 
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6 Haste thee on from grace to glory, 

Armed by faith, and winged by prayer ; 
Heaven's eternal day's before thee, 

God's own hand shall guide thee there ! 
Soon shall close thy earthly mission, 
Soon shall pass thy pilgrim days ; 
Hope shall change to glad fruition, 
Faith to sight, and prayer to prasie. 

N. F. Lyte. 



THE SONG OF THE ANGELS AT BETHLEHEM. 

i T T ARK ! what mean those holy voices, 
Al Sweetly sounding through the skies ? 
Lo ! the angelic host rejoices, 
Heavenly hallelujahs rise. 

2 Listen to the wondrous story, 

Which they chant in hymns of joy : 
Glory in the highest, glory ! 
Glory be to God most high ! 

3 Peace on earth, good-will from Heaven, 

Reaching far as man is found ! 
Souls redeem'd and sins forgiven, 
Loud our golden harps shall sound. 

4 Christ is born, the Great Anointed, 

Heaven and earth His praises sing ! 
O receive whom God appointed 
For your Prophet, Priest, and King L 

5 Hasten, mortals, to adore Him, 

Learn His name, and taste His joy, 
Till in Heaven ye sing before Him, 
Glory be to God most high ! 



io6 

6 Let us learn the wondrous story 
Of our Great Redeemer's birth ; 
Spread the brightness of His glory, 
Till it cover all the earth. 

Cawood. 

"FOR TO ME TO LIVE IS CHRIST, AND TO DIE IS 

GAIN."— PHIL, I. 21. 

1 /^HRIST, of all my hopes the ground ! 
V-* Christ, the spring of all my joy ! 
Still in Thee let me be found, 

Still for Thee my powers employ. 

2 Let Thy love my heart inflame, 

Keep Thy fear before my sight ; 
Be Thy praise my highest aim, 
Be Thy smile my chief delight. 

3 Fountain of o'er-flowing grace, 

Freely from Thy fulness give ; 
Till I close my earthly race, 
Be it " Christ to me to live." 

4 Firmly trusting in Thy blood, 

Nothing shall my heart confound ; 
Safely I shall pass the flood, 
Safely reach ImmanuePs ground. 

5 When I touch the blessed shore, 

Back the closing waves shall roll ; 
Death's dark stream shall never more 
Part from Thee my happy soul. 

6 Thus, oh ! thus, an entrance give 

To the land of cloudless sky ; 

Having known it, " Christ to live," 

Let me know it " gain to die." 

From "Hymns for the Church on Earth. 
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ON THE DEATH OF A FRIEND. 

i w I ^HY work is done, thy journey o'er, 
JL Thy happy soul is flown 
To regions of eternal joy, 
Where all is bliss without alloy ; 
None can disturb and none destroy 
The rest that thou hast won. 

2 Beloved of God, He hastened 

To call thee hence — away, 
To reign with Him in glory bright, 
To dwell for ever in His sight 
In realms of everlasting light, 

And pure and perfect day. 

3 I loved thee much ! I mourn my loss, 

For thou hast proved to be 
A counsellor in time of need, 
A friend in word, a friend in deed, 
A sower of the heavenly seed, 

A comforter to me. 

4 But when I think what thou hast gained, 

I do not wish thee here ; 
I only long that we may meet 
Once more at our dear Saviour's feet, 
Where all is happiness complete, 

Unclouded by a care. 

5 Watching and waiting for thy Lord, 

Whenever He should come, 
Joyful thy spirit winged its way, 
From its frail tenement of clay ; 
Making thy Lord thy only stay, 

He led thee safely home ! 
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COLOSSIANS III. i. 



i /^* O up, go up, my heart, 

VJT Dwell with thy God above ; 
For here thou canst not rest, 
Nor here give out thy love. 

2 Go up, go up, my heart, 

Be not a trifler here ; 
Ascend above these clouds, 
Dwell in a higher sphere. 

3 Let not thy love flow out 

To things so soiled and dim ; 
Go up to Heaven and God, 
Take up thy love to Him. 

4 Waste not thy precious stores 

On creature-love below ; 
To God that wealth belongs, 
On Him that wealth bestow. 

5 Go up, reluctant heart, 

Take up thy rest above ; 
Arise, earth-clinging thoughts ; 
Ascend, my lingering love. 

H. Bonar. 



"LOVEST THOU ME?"— JOHN XXL 16. 

HARK, my soul ! it is the Lord, 
'Tis thy Saviour, hear His word; 
Jesus speaks, and speaks to thee : 
" Say, poor sinner, lov'st thou Me ? 

" I delivered thee when bound, 
And, when bleeding, heaPd thy wound : 
Sought thee wandering, set thee right, 
Turrid thy darkness into light. 
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3 " Can a woman's tender care 
Cease toward the child she bare ? 
Yei, she may forgetful be, 

Yet will I remember thee. 

4 u Mine is an unchanging love, 
Higher than the heights above, 
Deeper than the depths beneath, 
Free and faithful, strong as death. 

5 " Thou shalt see my glory soon, 
When the work of grace is done ; 
Partner of my throne shalt be, — 
Say, poor sinner, lo^st thou Me?" 

6 Lord, it is my chief complaint, 
That my love is cold and faint ; 
Yet I love Thee, and adore ; 

Oh ! for grace to love Thee more ! 

Cowper* 

THE WORLD. 

1 "lit WHILST lost in universal dream, 

V V The giddy crowd is hurl'd 
Along the gaily-eddying stream 
Of this deceitful world. 

2 Jesus, in secret, still to Thee, 

Oh ! point my holier way ; 
Bid me from each gay chain be free, 
To own a Saviour's sway. 

3 Bid me beneath Thy parent wing 

Still, Lord, in peace remain ; 
So every charm the world can bring 
Shall tempt me all in vain. 
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4 So shall my soul to Heaven above, 
To Thee in Heaven aspire ; 
So Thy celestial light and love 
Be all that souFs desire. 

y. y. Gurney, 1808. 

""AS YE HAVE THEREFORE RECEIVED CHRIST 
JESUS THE LORD, SO WALK YE IN HIM."— 
COL. III. 6. 

i T T AST thou a hope of Heaven ? 
Jrl A holy sense of rest ? 
And does the calming joy of sin forgiven 
Thrill sweetly through thy breast ? 

2 Riches of pardoning love ! 

Soul, wonder and adore, 
And thy deep feeling of the blessing prove, 
By asking yet for more. 

3 Priceless thy new found treasure ! 

Up, and begin the race ; 
Rejoice and onward press ; the gospel measure 
Is ever grace for grace. 

4 Since thy anointed eyes 

Looked on the "gift" divine, 
What new defilements ever seem to rise 
From a still deepening mine ! 

5 The powerful word of healing 

Has reached thy hopeless sore, 
But a clear, holy light is guilt revealing, 
Undeemed of heretofore. 

6 God giveth grace for grace ; 

But only while we stand 
As in the light of our Redeemer's face, 
Humbled beneath His hand. 
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7 Not by thy felt requiring, 

Expect His love to know ; 
Not by the straitness of thy souPs desiring, 
Limit that river's flow. 

8 But ask a large increase, 

Beyond thy feeble thought, 
Of that rich heritage of love and peace, 
With such a ransom bought. 

9 This glorious gift possessing, 

To every good aspire ; 
And may each newly-tasted, wondrous blessing, 
Kindle a new desire. 

*io O for a mighty faith! 

To plead God's holy word, 
Till heart, and mind, and soul, in life or death, 
Shall wholly love the Lord. 

E. N. C. 



GENESIS XXVIII. i S . 

GOD doth not leave His own; 
The night of weeping for a time may last, 
Then, tears all past, 
His going forth shall as the morning shine, 
The sunrise of His favour shall be thine ; 
God doth not leave His own ! 

God doth not leave His own ! 

Though few and evil all their days appear ; 

Though grief and fear 
Come in the train of earth and hell's dark crowd, 
The trusting heart says, even in the cloud, 
God doth not leave His own ! 
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3 God doth not leave His own ! 

Their sorrow in this life He doth permit, 

Yea, chooseth it ; 
To speed His children in their heavenward way 
He guides the winds ; faith, hope, and love all say 
God doth not leave His own ! 

From "Hymns for the Church on Earth? 

TO-MORROW. 

1 nnO-MORROW, the thought of to-morrow, 

JL What a train of reflection it brings ! 
Who can tell of the joy or the sorrow 
To-morrow may bear on its wings ! 

2 If now, in the present, thy portion 

With peace and with gladness abound ; 
If the Lord hath fulfilled thy petition, 
And blessings encompass thee round ; 

3 If before thee are placed in His mercy, 

Opportunities thou may'st improve, 
Be faithful, they only are lent thee ; 
O let them be fruitful of good. 

4 But boast not thyself of to-morrow, 

Be thankful, and use what* is given ; 
For, from all, the true Christian will borrow 
Some store for his treasure in Heaven. 

5 To-day, health and peace are surrounding 

Thy loved ones and thee on each side ; 
But to-morrow the call may be sounding, 
Which bids you on earth to divide. 

6 Then spend, as is fitting, for Heaven, 

The moments so soon to be o'er ; 
Praise thy God for the mercies now giv'n, 
And hopefully trust Him for more. 

M. B. 
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"COMFORT YE, COMFORT VE, MY PEOPLE, SA1TH 
YOUR GOD."— ISAIAH XL. i. 

1 f^OMFORT take, thou child of sorrow! 
v-' All is ordered well for thee ; 

Look not to the anxious morrow, 
" As thy day, thy strength shall be." 

2 Child of grief, does this world move thee ? 

Transient scene of transient pain ; 

Think ! O think, of worlds above thee, 

Countless worlds, a glorious train ! 

3 There are mansions now preparing 

For the chosen sons of God ; 
Here a pilgrim and wayfaring, 
There shall be thy blest abode. 

4 There shalt thou abide for ever, 

With thy best and greatest Friend ; 
Nought from Him thy soul shall sever, 
In a world that knows no end. 

5 Comfort take, then, child of sorrow ! 

All is ordered well for thee ; 
Look not to the anxious morrow, 
" As thy day, thy strength shall be." 



"NOTHING TO DO." 

"1\J 0THING t0 do? " °' pause and look 

l\l around 

At those oppressed with want, and sorrow, too ; 
Look at the wrongs, the sufferings that abound, 
Ere yet thou say'st there's nought for thee 
to do. 
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2 " Nothing to do ?" Are there no hearts that ache, 

No careworn breasts that now in anguish sigh, 
No burdens that thy hands might lighter make, 
No bitter tears thy sympathy might dry ? 

3 Are there no hungry that thy hand may feed, 

No sick to aid, no naked to be clad ? 
Are there no blind whose footsteps thou may'st 

lead, 
No mourning hearts that thou could'st make 

less sad ? 

4 " Nothing to do ?" Hast thou no store of gold, 

No wealth of time that thou should'st well 
employ ? 
Nd" hidden talent that thou should'st unfold, 
No gift that thou should'st use for others' joy ? 

5 " Nothing to do ?" O, look without, within ! 

Be to thyself and to thy duties true : 
Look on the world, its troubles and its sin, 
And own that thou hast much indeed to do ! 

Preston Hymn Book. 



ROMANS XIII. n.-{FOR A NEW YEAR.) 

i "O E JO ICE, my fellow-pilgrim, for another 
XV stage is o'er 
Of the weary homeward journey, to be travelled 

through no more : 
No more these clouds and shadows shall darken 

all our sky, 
No more these snares and stumbling-blocks across 

our path shall lie. 
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2 Rejoice, my fellow-soldier, for another long cam- 

paign 
Is ended, and its dangers have not been met in 

vain; 
Some enemies are driven back, some ramparts 

overthrown ; 
Some earnests given that victory at length shall 

be our own. 

3 Rejoice, my fellow-servant, for another year is 

past; 
The heat and burden of the day will not for ever 

last; 
And yet the work is pleasant now, and sweet the 

Master's smile ; 
And well may we be diligent, through all our 

" little while." 

4 Rejoice, my Christian brother, for the race is 

nearly run, 
And home is drawing nearer with each revolving 

sun; 
And if some ties are breaking here, of earthly 

hope and love ; 
More sweet are the attractions of the better land 

above. 

5 The Light that shone through all the past will 

still our steps attend ; 
The Guide who led us hitherto will lead us to 

the end ; 
The distant view is brightening, with fewer clouds 

between ; 
The golden streets are gleaming now, the pearly 

gates are seen. 



i 
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6 Oh ! for the joyous greetings there, to meet an< 

part no more, 
For ever with the Lord, and all His loved one 

gone before ! 
New mercies from our Father's hand with eacl 

new year may come, 
But that will be the best of all, — a blissful wel 

come home ! 

From " Thoughtful Hours? by H. L. L. 



WHY SHOULD I COMPLA/N? 

1 T T 7HEN my Saviour, my Shepherd, is near, 

V V How quickly my sorrows depart ! 
New beauties around me appear, 

New spirits enliven my heart : 
His presence gives peace to my soul, 

And Satan assaults me in vain ; 
While my Shepherd his power controls 

I think I no more shall complain. 

2 But, alas ! what a change do I find 

When my Shepherd withdraws from my sight 
My fears all return to my mind, 

My day is soon changed into night : 
Then Satan his efforts renews 

To vex and ensnare me again ; 
All my pleasing enjoyments I lose, 

And can only lament and complain. 

3 By these changes I often pass through, 

I am taught my own weakness to know ; 
I am taught what my Shepherd can do, 
And how much to His mercy I owe : 
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It is He that supports me through all; 

When I faint, He revives me again ; 
He attends to my prayer when I call, 

And bids me no longer complain. 

4 Wherefore, then, should I murmur and grieve ? 

Since my Shepherd is always the same, 
And has promised He never will leave 

The soul that confides in His name : 
To relieve me from all that I fear, 

He was buffeted, tempted, and slain ; 
And at length He will surely appear, 

Though He leave me awhile to complain, 

5 While I dwell in an enemy's land, 

Can I hope to be always in peace ? 
'Tis enough that my Shepherd's at hand, 

And that shortly this warfare will cease ; 
For ere long He will bid me remove 

From this region of sorrow and pain, 
.To abide in His presence above ; 

And then I no more shall complain. 

Newton* 



UNTO US A CHILD IS BORN, UNTO US A 
SON IS GIVEN'' 
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HOW wondrous is the story 
Of our blest Redeemer's birth ! 
See the mighty Lord of Glory 
Leaves His Heaven to visit earth. 



2 Hear with transport, every creature, 
Hear the Gospel's joyful sound ; 
Christ appears in human nature, 
In our sinful world is found. 
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3 Comes to pardon our transgression, 

Like a cloud our sins to blot ; 
Comes to His own favoured nation, 
But His own receive Him not. 

4 He it was, to whom in Heaven, 

Hallelujahs never cease ; 
He, the mighty God, was given, 
Given to us a Prince of Peace. 

5 'Twas to bring us endless pleasure 

He our suffering nature bore ; 
'Twas to give us heavenly treasure 
He was willing to be poor. 

6 Still our hearts, with praise o'erflowing, 

On such boundless love would dwell, 
Till our souls, with rapture glowing, 
Feel what words could never tell. 

Hannah More. 

SEED-TIME. 

1 4 * /^AST thy bread upon the waters/' 

v^ Sow in faith the little seed ; 
Be not idle, faint, or weary, 

God's eternal promise plead 
With the aged and the stripling, 

With the rich and with the poor. 
Think, that when to-morrow dawneth, 

Seed-time may be thine no more. 

2 " Cast thy bread upon the waters," 

Sow in faith the little seed ; 
Wind and drought, and rain and sunshine, 
Still each other shall succeed. 
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In the morning, in the evening, 
Scatter still with bounteous hand ; 

Here and there some grain forgotten 
Germinates in fruitful land. 

3 " Cast thy bread upon the waters," 

Sow in faith the little seed ; 
Be of great results expectant, 

For the harvest is decreed. 
Now thou knowest not the issue, 

Now thou must confide in God ; 
He can cause thy work to prosper, 

Guiding all events for good. 

4 " Cast thy bread upon the waters," 

Sow in faith the little seed ; 
Oft an unseen blessing hallows 

Some unthought-of word or deed. 
God shall give thee sweet rejoicing 

After many anxious days ; 
And thine everlasting anthem 

Shall declare thy Maker's praise. 

C. Mackay. 

STRONG IN CHRIST. 

LORD, I am nothing in myself alone; 
In all my weakness, let Thy strength be 
shown ; 
For all my poverty, Thy riches give, 
Dead in myself, may I through Jesus live. 

Life, riches, strength, and every gift is Thine ; 
Thou art a Fount, unfailing, and Divine ; 
From Thee my soul can drink a full supply, 
And, drinking life eternal, cannot die. 
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3 Like as the branches from the vine receive 
All life, and severed neither grow nor live* 
So we, Christ's branches, only safe can be, 
And live and flourish only whilst in Thee. 

4 How can I glory, who myself am nought ? 
Not e'en myself I own, for I am bought, 
Redeemed, renewed, made strong by grace Divine, 
Myself, my life, my strength, my all is Thine. * 

5 In humble confidence I lean on Thee, 
Strong in the strength of sweet humility ; 

I am the work which Thou wilt not forsake, 
'Till Thou, the imperfect dost the perfect make. 

Edmeston. 



i T ORD, when we bend before Thy Throne, 

J 4 And our confessions pour, 

Teach us to feel the sins we own, 
And shun what we deplore. 

2 Our contrite spirits pitying see, 

True penitence impart ; 
Then let a healing ray from Thee 
Beam peace on every heart. 

3 When our responsive tongues essay 

Their grateful songs to raise, 
Grant that our souls may join the lay, 
And rise to Thee in praise. 

4 When we disclose our wants in prayer, 

May we our wills resign ; 
Let not a thought our bosoms share 
Which is not wholly Thine. 
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5 Let faith each meek petition fill, 
And waft it to the skies, 
And teach our hearts 'tis goodness still 
That grants it or denies. 

Carlisle. 

THE MERCY-SEAT. 

i T^ROM every stormy wind that blows, 
JT From every swelling tide of woes, 
There is a calm, a sure retreat ; 
'Tis found beneath the mercy-seat. 

2. There is a place where Jesus sheds 
The oil of gladness on our heads, 
A place than all besides more sweet ; 
It is the blood-stained mercy-seat. 

3 There is a spot where spirits blend, 
Where friend holds fellowship with friend ; 
Though sundered far, by faith we meet 
Around one common mercy-seat. 

4 Ah, whither could we flee for aid, 
When tempted, desolate, dismayed, 
Or how our enemies defeat, 

Had suffering saints no mercy-seat ? 

5 There would we bow in humble prayer, 
And plead our Saviour's love and care, 
And find a calm and safe retreat 
Whilst bending at the mercy-seat. 

H. StowelL 

GALATIANS II. 20. 

i T \ 7HILE others pray for grace to die, 
V V O Lord, I pray for grace to live, 
For every hour a fresh supply ; 
O see my need and freely give. 
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2 I feel, O Lord, in life's highway, 

I need the sunshine of Thy face ; 
For every moment of the day 
Grant me Thy strong supporting grace- 

3 I dare not — will not — Lord, deny, 

That heart and feet oft go astray ; 
Therefore the more to Thee I cry 
To keep me in the chosen way. 

4 The more my sin and unbelief 

Keep me from walking near to Thee, 
The more, Lord Jesus, is my grief, 
The more I long Thy face to see. 

From "Hymns for the Church on Earth" 



CHRIST OUR REFUGE. 

i T ESUS, lover of my soul, 
J Let me to Thy bosom fly, 
While the nearer waters roll, 

While the tempest still is high ! 
Hide me, O my Saviour, hide, 

Till the storm of life is past, 
Safe into the haven guide ; 

O receive my soul at last. 

2 Other refuge have I none ; 

Hangs my helpless soul on Thee ; 
Leave, ah ! leave me not alone, 

Still support and comfort me : 
All my trust on Thee is stayed, 

All my help from Thee I bring ; 
Cover my defenceless head 

With the shadow of Thy wing. 
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3 Wilt Thou not regard my call ? 

Wilt Thou not accept my prayers ? 
Lo ! I sink, I faint, I fall ! 

Lo ! on Thee I cast my care ! 
Reach me out Thy gracious hand ! 

While I of Thy strength receive ; 
Hoping against hope I stand, 

Dying, and behold I live! 

4 Thou, O Christ, art all I want ; 

More than all in Thee I find : 
Raise the fallen, cheer the faint, 

Heal the sick, and lead the blind ! 
Just and holy is Thy name ; 

I am all unrighteousness ; 
False and full of sin I am, 

Thou art full of truth and grace. 

5 Plenteous grace with Thee is found, 

Grace to cover all my sin ; 
Let the healing streams abound, 

Make and keep me pure within ; 
Thou of Life the Fountain art, 

Freely let me take of Thee ; 
Spring Thou up within my heart, 

Rise to all eternity. 

C. Wesley. 

"HINDER ME NOT." 
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TRAVELLER, whither away so fast? 
The breath of morn is scarcely past ; 
Thou hast hours enough before thee yet 
To reach thy goal ere yon sun be set ; 
Regions of beauty around thee lie, 
Pass them not unheeded by." 
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" Stranger, mark well that orb on high, 
Far it hath climb'd the clear blue sky 
Since first it rose on my eager sight, 
Bathing yon hills in a flood of light ; 
Short is the distance Fve come, and soon 
That sun will have gained the height of noon." 

" Traveller, cast one glance around, 
Where'er thou shalt tread, 'tis fairy ground ; 
Rest thee awhile in these shady bowers, 
'Mid the music of birds and the perfume of flowers ; 
Visions of gladness around thee still play, 
Thy journey is toilsome, and thorny thy way." 

" Stranger, my journey is toilsome, 'tis true, 
But its glorious end I have ever in view ; 
No charms of this earth for one moment compare, 
With the mansions of mercy prepared for me there; 
Then tell me no more of the shade of these bowers, 
Of the richness of fruits, of the fragrance of flowers. 

" I may not thus linger ; yon sun, how he gains, 

His meridian heat he already attains ; 

He will quickly descend, and the cloud-curtained 

west, 
Arrayed in new splendour, receive him to rest. 
I must speed with the ardour of faith and of love, 
My rest is on high, my best home is above." 

M. S. Fox. 

MATT. VI. 34. 

ii r "PAKE no thought for the morrow," its trials 
1 or dangers ; 

Why burden thy spirit with deepening gloom ? 
To-day hath enough to distress and perplex thee, 

Jt needeth no shadow of dark things to come. 
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2 " Take no thought for the morrow ;" no sorrow 

shall touch thee, 
But that which thy God in His love hath 

decreed ; 
Go to Christ with thy grief, as it daily ariseth, 
And seek for His strength in the moment of 

need. 

3 " Take no thought for the morrow ;" rich mercy 

abounding 
Has marked ev*ry step of thy pathway till now ; 
Put thy trust, then, in God, for the still distant 

future, 
Effacing those dark lines of care from thy brow. 

4 " Take no thought for the morrow ;" its dawning 

may find thee 
At rest in the presence and joy of thy God ; 
With the last battle fought, and the last trial 
ended, 
The victory won through ImmanuePs blood. 

From " Hymns for the Church on Earth." 



ASK, WHAT I SHALL GIVE THEE."—i KINGS III. 5. 

1 T F Solomon for wisdom prayM, 

A The Lord before had made him wise ; 
Else he another choice had made, 
And ask'd for what the worldlings prize. 

2 Thus He invites His people still, 

He first instructs them how to choose, 
Then bids them ask whate'er they will, 
Assured that He will not refuse. 
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3 Our wishes would our ruin prove, 

Could we our wretched choice obtain, 
Before we feel the Saviour's love 
Kindle our love to Him again. 

4 But when our hearts perceive His worth, 

Desires, till then unknown, take place : 
Our spirits cleave no more to earth, 
But pant for holiness and grace. 

5 And dost Thou say, "Ask what thou wilt?" 

Lord, I would seize the golden hour : 
I pray to be released from guilt, 
And freed from sin and Satan's power. 

6 More of Thy presence, Lord, impart, 

More of Thy image let me bear ; 
Erect Thy throne within my heart, 
And reign without a rival there. 

7 Give me to read my pardon seal'd, 

And from Thy joy to draw my strength ; 
To have Thy boundless love reveal'd, 
In all its height, and breadth, and length. 

■8 Grant these requests ; I ask no more, 
But to Thy care the rest resign : 
Sick, or in health, or rich, or poor, 
All shall be well ; if Thou art mine. 

Newton. 

WISDOM— PROV. VIII. 22—31. 

i Tj* RE God had built the mountains, 
LLt Or rais'd the fruitful hills ; 
Before He fill'd the fountains, 
That fed the running rills ; 
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In me, from everlasting, 

The wonderful I AM 
Found pleasures never wasting, 

And Wisdom is my name. 

2 When, like a tent to dwell in, 

He spread the skies abroad, 
And swath'd about the swelling 

Of ocean's mighty flood ; 
He wrought by weight and measure, 

And I was with Him then ; 
Myself the Father's pleasure, 

And mine the sons of men. 

3 Thus Wisdom's words discover 

Thy glory and Thy grace, 
Thou everlasting lover 

Of our unworthy race ! 
Thy gracious eye surve/d us 

Ere stars were seen above ; 
In wisdom Thou hast made us, 

And died for us in love. 

4 And coulds't Thou be delighted 

With creatures such as we, 
Who, when we saw Thee, slighted, 

And nail'd Thee to a tree ? 
Unfathomable wonder, 

And mystery divine ! 
The voice that speaks in thunder, 

Says, " Sinner, I am thine." 

Cowper. 

RESIGN A TION. 

i T7ATHER! whate'er of earthly bliss 
jl Thy sovereign will denies, 
Accepted at Thy Throne of grace 
Let this petition rise : 
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2 Give me a calm, a thankful heart, 

From every murmur free ; 
The blessings of Thy grace impart, 
And let me live to Thee. 

3 Let the sweet hope that Thou art mine, 

My life and death attend ; 
Thy presence through my journey shine, 
And crown my journey's end. 

Steele. 

PSALM XXV. 4.—THV WAV— NOT MINE. 

i HPHY way — not mine, O Lord, 
JL However dark it be ; 
Lead me by Thine own hand ; 
Choose but the path for me. 

2 Smooth let it be, or rough, 

It will be still the best ; 
Winding or straight, it matters not, 
It leads me to Thy rest. 

3 I dare not choose my lot ; 

I would not if I might ; 
Choose Thou for me, my God, 
So shall I walk aright. 

4 The kingdom that I seek 

Is Thine ; so let the way 
That leads to it be Thine ; 
Else surely I shall stray. 

5 Take Thou my cup, and it 

With joy or sorrow fill, 
As best to Thee may seem, 
Choose Thou my good and ill. 
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6 Choose Thou for me my friends, 

My sickness, or my health ; 
Choose Thou my cares for me, 
My poverty, or wealth. 

7 Not mine, not mine the choice, 

In things or great or small ; 
Be Thou my Guide, my Strength, 
My Wisdon, and my All. 

H. Bonar. 

EVENING SONG FOR THE SABBATH-DAY. 

i A /T ILLIONS within Thy courts have met, 
1V1 Millions this day before Thee bow'd, 
Their faces Zion-ward were set, 
Vows with their lips to Thee they vowM. 

2 But Thou, soul-searching God, hast known 

The hearts of all that bent the knee, 
And hast accepted those alone, 

In spirit and truth that worshipped Thee. 

3 People of many a tribe and tongue, 

Men of strange colours, climates, lands, 
ffave heard Thy Truth, Thy glory sung, 
And offer'd prayer with holy hands. 

4 Still, as the light of morning broke, 

O'er island, continent, or deep, 
Thy far-spread family awoke, 
Sabbath all round the world to keep. 

5 From east to west, the sun surve/d 

From north to south, adoring throngs ; 
And still, where evening stretch'd her shade, 
The stars came forth to hear their songs. 

K 
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6 Harmonious as the winds and seas, 

In halcyon hours, when storms are flown, 
Arose earth's Babel languages, 
In pure accordance to Thy throne. 

7 Not angel-trumpets sound more clear, 

Not elders' harps, nor seraphs' lays, 
Yield sweeter music to Thine ear 
Than humble prayer and thankful praise. 

8 And not a prayer, a tear, a sigh, 

Hath fail'd this day some suit to gain ; 
To those in trouble Thou wert nigh ; 
Not one hath sought Thy face in vain. 

9 Thy poor were bountifully fed, 

Thy chasten'd sons have kiss'd the rod, 
Thy mourners have been comforted, 
The pure in heart have seen their God. 

io Yet one prayer more — and be it one 

In which both Heaven and earth accord ; 
Fulfil Thy promise to Thy Son, 
Let all that breathe call Jesus Lord ! 

James Montgomery. 



THE CONTRITE HEART— ISAIAH LVII. 15. 

1 HP HE Lord will happiness divine 

JL On contrite hearts bestow ; 
Then tell me, gracious God, is mine 
A contrite heart or no ? 

2 I hear, but seem to hear in vain, 

Insensible as steel ; 
If aught is felt, 'tis only pain 
To find I cannot feel. 
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3 I sometimes think myself inclin'd 

To love Thee, if I could ; 
But often feel another mind, 
Averse to all that's good. 

4 My best desires are faint and few, 

I fain would strive for more ; 
But when I cry, "My strength renew," 
Seem weaker than before. 

5 Thy saints are comforted, I know, 

And love Thy house of prayer : 
I therefore go where others go, 
But find no comfort there. 

6 Oh ! make this heart rejoice or ache ; 

Decide this doubt for me ; 
And if it be not broken, break ; 
And heal it if it be. 

Cowper. 



HYMN FOR A SEASON OF SICKNESS, 

i TJ E who hath all to give is ever near, 

XT. Therefore, poor pilgrim, be thou of good 

cheer ; 
Though outward help and succour be denied, 
The Lord Himself shall for thy wants provide. 

2 Though with His saints on earth thou can'st not 
meet* 
With Him thou yet mayst hold communion sweet ; 
To Him in humble trust commit thy care, 
He will thy sorrows and thy burden bear. 



3 He knows thy frame, remembers thou art dust ; 
In such a Saviour's love how sweet to trust ; 
His covenanted mercies are secure, 

His faithful promises shall all endure. 

4 Though now through pain and suffering daily led, 
His arm is underneath thy sinking head ; 

" Cast not," He saith, " thy confidence away, 
Thy strength shall be proportioned to thy day. 

5 " Look unto Me, though death may be in view, 
I have before thee passed that valley through ; 
All shall be well through my redeeming love, 
My hand shall bring thee to thy home above." 

Af. £. 

ROMANS XIII. 12. 

1 QOON and for ever the breaking of day 

O Shall chase #11 the night-clouds of sorrow 

away; 
Soon and for ever we'll see as we're seen, 
And know the deep meaning of things that have 

been; 
Where fightings without and conflicts within 
Shall weary no more in the warfare with sin ; 
Where tears, and where fears, and where death 

shall be never, 
Christians with Christ shall be, soon and for ever. 

2 Soon and for ever, such promise our trust : 
Though ashes to ashes, and dust be to dust ; 
Soon and for ever, our union shall be 

Made perfect, our glorious Redeemer, in Thee ; 
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When the cares and the sorrows of time shall be 

o'er, 
Its pangs and its partings remembered no more, 
Where life cannot fail, and where death cannot 

sever, 
Christians with Christ shall be, soon and for ever. 

3 Soon and for ever the work shall be done, 
The warfare accomplished, the victory won : 
Soon and for ever the soldier lay down 
The. sword for a harp, the cross for a crown : 
Then droop not in sorrow, despond not in fear, 
A glorious to-morrow is bright'ning and near, 
When, blessed reward for each faithful endeavour, 
Christians with Christ shall be, soon and for ever. 

?. S. MonselL 

TRUE HAPPINESS. 

i TTJ*IX my heart and eyes on Thine ! 
r What are other objects worth ? 
But to see Thy glory shine, 

Is a Heaven begun on earth : 
Trifles can no longer move ; 

Oh ! I tread on all beside, 
When I feel my Saviour's love, 

And remember how He died. 

2 Now my search is at an end, 

Now my wishes rove no more ; 
Thus my moments I would spend, 

Love, and wonder, and adore. 
Jesus, source of excellence ! 

All Thy glorious love reveal ; 
Kingdoms shall not bribe me hence, 

While this happiness I feel. 
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3 Take my heart, 'tis all Thine own, 

To Thy will my spirit frame ; 
Thou shalt reign, and Thou alone, 

Over all I have or am ; 
If a foolish thought shall dare 

To rebel against Thy word, 
Slay it, Lord, and do not spare, 

Let it feel Thy Spirit's sword. 

4 Making thus the Lord my choice, 

I have nothing more to choose, 
But to listen to Thy voice, 
. And my will in Thine to lose ; 
Thus, whatever may betide, 

I shall safe and happy be ; 
Still content and satisfied; 

Having all in having Thee. 

Newton. 

ON HEAVEN. 

i "C* AR from these narrow scenes of night 
r Unbounded glories, rise, 
And realms of infinite delight, 
Unknown to mortal eyes. 

2 Fair distant land ! could mortal eyes 

But half its joys explore, 
How would our spirits long to rise, 
And dwell on earth no more. 

3 * There pain and sickness never come, 

And grief no more complains ; 
Health triumphs in immortal bloom, 
And endless pleasure reigns. 
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4 No cloud those blissful regions know, 

For ever bright and fair; 
For sin, the source of mortal woe, 
Can never enter there. 

5 There nd alternate night is known, 

Nor sun's faint sickly ray ; 
But glory from the sacred throne 
Spreads everlasting day. 

6 The glorious Monarch there displays 

His beams of wondrous grace ; 
His happy subjects sing His praise, 
And bow before His face. 

7 O may this heavenly prospect fire 

Our hearts with ardent love, 
Till wings of faith and strong desire 
Bear every thought above ! 

8 Prepare us, Lord, by grace divine, 

For Thy bright courts on high ; 
Then bid our spirits rise, and join 
The chorus of the sky. 

Anne Steele. 



BENEFIT OF AFFLICTION. 

OFTEN the clouds of deepest woe 
So sweet a message bear ; 
Dark though they seem, 'twere hard to find 
A frown of anger there. 



136 

2 Yes, often has adversity 
A richer boon bestowed, 

Has oft bequeathed a purer joy, 
Than all that men call good. 

3 Our spirits, too, are closely bound 
To earth's delusive toys ; 

Poor baubles we are loth to leave 
; For everlasting joys. 
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! 4 It needs our hearts be weaned from earth, 

It needs that we be driven, 
By loss of every earthly stay, 
To seek our joys in Heaven. 

! i 5 And what is sorrow, what is pain, 

II To that internal care, 

That breaks the conscious heart for sin, 
When sin is hated there ? 

6 Kind, loving is the hand that strikes, 
However keen the smart, 

If sorrow's discipline can chase 
One evil from the heart. 

7 He was a man of sorrows — He 
Who loved and saved us thus ; 

And shall the world that frowned on Him 
Wear only smiles for us ! 

8 No ; we must follow in the path 
Our Lo{d and Saviour ran ; 

We must not seek a resting-place 
Where He we love had none. 

C. Fry. 
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ON THE DEATH OF A CHRISTIAN. 

i *T*HOU art gone to the grave, but we will not 
Jl deplore thee, 

Though sorrows and darkness encompass the 
tomb; 
The Saviour hath passed through its portal before 
thee, 
And the lamp of His love is thy guide through 
the gloom. 

2 Thou art gone to the grave ; we no longer behold 

thee, 
Nor tread the rough path of the world by thy 
side; 
But the wide arms of mercy are spread to enfold 
thee, 
And sinners may die, for the Sinless has died. 

3 Thou art gone to the grave, and, its mansion 

forsaking, 
Perhaps thy weak spirit in fear lingered long ; 
But the sunshine of Heaven beamed bright on 
thy waking, 
And the song which thou heard'st was the 
Seraphim's song. 

4 Thou art gone to the grave, but we will not 

deplore thee, 
Whose God was thy ransom, thy Guardian 
and guide ; 
He gave thee, He took thee, and He will restore 
thee, 
And death has no sting, for the Saviour has 
died. 

Bishop Heber. 



"AV YOUR PATIENCE POSSESS YE YOUR SOULS."— 

LUKE XXI. 19. 

1 DE still, my soul ! the Lord is on thy side, 
D Bear patiently the cross of grief and pain, 
Leave to thy God to order and provide, 

In every change He faithful will remain. 
Be still, my soul ! thy best, thy heavenly Friend 
Through thorny ways leads to a joyful end. 

2 Be still, my soul ! thy God doth undertake 

To guide the future as He has the past ; 
Thy hope, thy confidence, let nothing shake, 

All now mysterious shall be bright at last. 
Be still, my soul ! the waves and winds still know 
His voice, who ruled them while He dwelt below. 

3 Be still, my soul ! when dearest friends depart, 

And all is darkened in this vale of tears, 
Then shalt thou better know His love, His heart, 

Who comes to soothe thy sorrow and thy fears. 
Be still, my soul ! thy Jesus can repay 
From His own fulness all He takes away. 

4 Be still, my soul ! the hour is hastening on 

When we shall be for ever with the Lord ; 
When disappointment, grief, and fear are gone, 

Sorrow forgot, love's purest joys restored. 
Be still, my soul ! when change and fears are past r 
All safe and blessed, we shall meet at last. 

5 Be still, my soul ! begin the song of praise 

On earth, believing, to thy Lord on high ; 
Acknowledge Him in all thy works and ways, 

So shall He view thee with a well-pleased eye. 
Be still, my soul ! the Sun of life Divine 
Through passing clouds shall but more brightly 
shine. 

From " Hymns from the Land of Luther? 
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PR AVER. 

1 T \ THAT various hindrances we meet 
• V V In coming to the mercy-seat ; 
Yet, who that knows the worth of prayer, 
But wishes to be often there ? 

2 Prayer makes the darkened cloud withdraw, 
Prayer climbs the ladder Jacob saw ; 
Gives exercise to faith and love, 

Barings every blessing from above. 

3 Restraining prayer, we cease to fight ; 
Prayer makes the Christian's armour bright ;. 
And Satan trembles when he sees 

The weakest saint upon his knees. 

4 While Moses stood with arms spread wide, 
Success was found on Israel's side ; 

But when through weariness they failed, 
That moment Amalek prevailed. 

5 Have we no words ? Ah ! think again, 
Words flow apace when we complain, 
And fill our fellow-creatures' ear 
With the sad tale of all our care. 

6 Were half the breath thus vainly spent, 
To Heaven in supplication sent, 

Our cheerful song would oftener be, 
" Hear what the Lord has done for me." 

Cowper* 

BELIEVERS COMFORTED. 

i \70UR harps, ye trembling saints, 
X Down from the willows take ; 
Loud to the praise of love divine, 
Bid every string awake. 
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2 Though in a foreign land, 

We are not far from home, 
And nearer to our house above, 
We every moment come. 

3 His grace will to the end, 

Stronger and brighter shine ; 
Nor present things, nor things to come, 
Shall quench His love divine. 

4 When we in darkness walk, 

Nor feel the heavenly flame ; 
Then is the time to trust our God, 
And rest upon His name. 

5 Soon shall our doubts and fears 

Subside at His control ; 
His loving kindness shall break through 
The midnight of the soul. 

6 Wait till the shadows flee ; 

Wait thy appointed hour ; 
Wait till the Bridegroom of thy soul 
Reveal His love with power. 

7 The time of love will come, 

When thou shalt clearly see, 
Not only that He shed His blood, 
But that it flowed for thee. 

8 Tarry His leisure then, 

Although He seem to stay ; 
A moment's intercourse with Him 
Thy grief will overpay. 

9 Blest is the man, O God, 

That stays himself on Thee ! 
Who wait for Thy salvation, Lord, 
Shall Thy salvation see ! 

Toplady. 
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CANT. I. 3. 

i HP HE RE is a name I love to hear, 
JL I love to speak its worth ; 
It sounds like music in mine ear, 
The sweetest name on earth. 

2 It tells me of a Saviour's love, 

Who died to set me free ; 
It tells me of His precious blood, * 
The sinner's perfect plea. 

3 It tells me of a Father's smile, 

Beaming upon His child ; 
It cheers me through this " little while," 
Through desert, waste, and wild. 

4 It tells me what my Father hath 

In store for every day, 
And though I tread a darksome path, 
Yields sunshine all the way. 

5 It tells of One whose loving heart 

Can feel my deepest woe, 
Who in my sorrow bears a part 
That none can bear below. 

6 It bids my trembling heart rejoice, 

It dries each rising tear, 
It tells me in a " still small voice," 
To trust and never fear. 

7 Jesus ! the name I love so well, 

The name I love to hear ! 
No tongue on earth its worth can tell, 
No heart conceive how dear. 
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S This name shall shed its fragrance still 
Along this thorny road, 
Shall sweetly smooth the rugged hill 
That leads me up to God. 

9 And there with all the blood-bought throng, 
From sin and sorrow free, 
111 sing the new, eternal song 
Of Jesu's love to me. 

F. Whitfield. 

HOW LONG HAVE WE BEEN LEARNING? 

1 T T OW long have we been learning ? 
JLjL Thy love how soon forgot ! 
Yet does each child returning, 

Find Thou upbraidest not. 

2 We halt after backsliding, 

Thy grace must save alone ; 
But we are still confiding 
In something of our own. 

3 The " first love " that we gave Thee, 

Must that be found again ? 
Our early steppings, have they 
Been taken all in vain ? 

4 From heights to which they brought us 

We would rise higher still, 
And eager at life's fountain 
Our empty vessels fill. 

5 We try to rise ; our spirits 

Cleave to the very dust ; 
We cannot tread those early steps 
Without that early trust. 
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6 And we, as little children, 

That early faith had won, 
How can we find the morning's dew 
Beneath the noonday sunt 

7 Past faith, as " gain," O count not," 

All things must be as " loss," 
That hand can hold no other thing 
That clingeth to the cross. 

S There, for the weary wanderer, 
Is shadow from the heat, 
And there are precious dewdrops 
Still at the Saviour's feet. 

9 And there shall be a fountain 
At hand where'er we go, 
And he that shall most freely drink 
Is he that stoopeth low. 

io And he who rises highest, 
He that doth lowest fall ; 
The Lord who stooped to death for us 
Now reigneth over all. 

L.A. 

THE NEW JERUSALEM. 

i JERUSALEM, my happy home! 
J Name ever dear to me ! 
When shall my labours have an end, 
In joy and peace and thee ? 

2 When shall these eyes thy heaven-built walls 
And pearly gates behold, 
Thy bulwarks with salvation strong, 
And streets of shining gold ? 
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3 Are there many foes before us, 

Standing to oppose our way ? 
Yet they shall not overpower us — 
This with humble trust we say ; 

Since Jehovah 
Keeps His people night and day. 

4 Are we blind and prone to error ? 

God vouchsafes to be our guide ; 
Are we faint and full of terror ? 
He Himself is on our side. 

'Tis sufficient, 
God our Saviour will provide. 

5 When through Him we prove victorious, 

Then will strife and labour cease ; 
Then our triumph will be glorious, 
Then His people dwell at ease ; 

And their portion 
Will be everlasting peace. 

Kelly. 

REJOICE IN THE LORD ALWAY. 

i "D E JO ICE, though storms assail thee, 
Xv Rejoice, when skies are bright ! 
Rejoice, though round thy pathway 

Is spread the gloom of night ! 
If the good hope be in thee, 

That all at last is well, 
Then let thy happy spirit 

With joyful feelings swell \ 

2 Look back on early childhood, 
And let thy soul rejoice ; 
Who then upheld thy goings, 
And tuned thy feeble voice? 



146 

Look back on youth's gay visions, 
When life one glory seemed ; 

Who poured those rays of gladness 
Which on thy prospect beamed ? 

3 Recall the hours of anguish, 

And let thy soul rejoice ; 
Though wave on wave of sorrow 

Rush on with fearful noise ; 
Was not the Bow of Promise, 

Still seen amidst the gloom, 
Shedding its hallowed lustre, 

E'en round the silent tomb ! 

4 Rejoice ! rejoice for ever ! 

Though earthly friends be gone ; 
For silently and swiftly 

The wheels of time roll on ! 
And still they bear thee onward, 

Nearer that happy shore, 
Where the triumphant song, is 

" Rejoice for evermore !" 

"Sacred Poetry? 2nd Scries. 



THE JOY OF THE LORD IS YOUR STRENGTH. 

1 T OY is a fruit that will not grow 
j In nature's barren soil ; 

All we can boast, till Christ we know, 
Is vanity and toil. 

2 But where the Lord has planted grace, 

And made His glories known, 
There fruits of heavenly joy and peace 
Are found, and there alone. 
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3 A bleeding Saviour, seen by faith, 

A sense of pardoning love, 
A hope that triumphs over death, 
Give joys like those above. 

4 To take a glimpse within the veil, 

To know that God is mine, 
Are springs of joy that never fail, 
Unspeakable! divine! 

5 These are the joys which satisfy 

And sanctify the mind ; 
Which make the spirit mount on high, 
And leave the world behind. 

6 No more, believers, mourn your lot, 

But if you are the Lord's, 
Resign to them that know Him not, 
Such joys as earth affords. 

Newton. 



THOUGHTS ON A DEPARTED FRIEND. 

DEAR as thou wert, and justly dear, 
We will not weep for thee ; 
One thought shall check the starting tear, 

It is that thou art free. 
And thus shall Faith's consoling power, 

The tears of love restrain ; 
Oh ! who that saw thy parting hour, 
Could wish thee here again ? 

Triumphant in thy closing eye, 

The hope of glory shone ; 
Joy breathed in thy expiring sigh, 

To think the fight was won. 
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Gently the passing spirit fled, 

Sustained by grace divine ; 
Oh ! may such grace on me be shed, 

And make my end like thine. 

Dale, 



11 PRESS TOWARDS THE MARK." 

i TV If Y soul, press on ! press on with speed ! 
IV A The time is short — pause not, nor stay ; 
If aught thy progress would impede, 
Cast it behind thee — Haste away ! 

2 Thou hast one object to pursue, 

Enough to fill life's fleeting day, 
One glorious prize to keep in view, 
Look not behind thee — Haste away ! 

3 Dost thou within, around thee, trace 

Grief, disappointment, pain, decay ? 
'Tis but to make thee mend thy pace, 
Pause not to mourn them — Haste away ! 

4 When friends or pleasures round thee smile, 

Let them not tempt thee to delay ; 
Sorrows might speed, but joys beguile, 
Break from th' enchantment — Haste away ! 

5 Thou wert not formed for earthly things, 

For these poor trifles of a day ; 
Look to thy birth-place, spread thy wings, 
Leave this low region — Haste away ! 
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6 Do not thy restless yearnings tell 

That nothing here can be thy stay ? 
My soul, thou'rt formed with God to dwell, 
Heaven is thy country — Haste away ! 

7 Have those who loved thee fallen asleep, 

And left thee lonely on thy way ? 
Stay not beside their tombs to weep, 
Follow them quickly — Haste away ! 

8 Nothing should charm thee much, or grieve 

While here, the pilgrim of a day ; 
Quickly, how quickly, thou wilt leave 
These transcient scenes — Oh, haste away! 

9 Dwell thou in Heaven, e'en now, by faith, 

Christ is thy life ; thy bonds of clay 
Which keep thee from Him shall by death 
Ere long be broken — Haste away ! 

From "Pietas Poetical 



PSALM XCI. 

CALL Jehovah thy salvation, 
Rest beneath the Almighty's shade ; 
In His secret habitation, 

Dwell, nor ever be disma/d : 
There no tumult can alarm thee, 

Thou shalt dread no hidden snare ; 
Guile nor violence can harm thee, 
In eternal safeguard there. 



i 
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2 From the sword at noon-day wasting, 

From the noisome pestilence, 
In the depth of midnight blasting, 

God shall be thy sure defence. 
Fear not thou the deadly quiver, 

When a thousand feel the blow ; . 
Mercy shall thy soul deliver, 

Though ten thousand be laid low. 

3 Only with thine eye, the anguish 

Of the wicked thou shalt see, 
When by slow disease they languish, 

When they perish suddenly : 
Thee, though winds and waves be swelling, 

God, thine hope, shall bear through all ; 
Plague shall not come nigh thy dwelling, 

Thee no evil shall befall. 

4 He shall charge His angel-legions, 

Watch and ward o'er thee to keep, 
Though thou walk through hostile regions, 

Though in desert- wilds thou sleep ; 
On the lion vainly roaring, 

On his young thy foot shall tread, 
And, the dragon's den exploring, 

Thou shalt bruise the serpent's head. 

5 Since, with pure and firm affection, 

Thou on God hast set thy love, 
With the wings of His protection, 

He will shield thee from above : 
Thou shalt call on Him in trouble, 

He will hearken, He will save ; 
Here for grief reward thee double, 

Crown with life beyond the grave. 

James Montgomery. 



WRITTEN AT ILFRACOMBE. 

i T~\OST thou see yon fair bark, by the billows 
U upborne ? 
Her canvas all filPd with the fresh breeze of 

morn? 
How she shines in the sunbeam, and dashes the 

spray 
From her prow, as she cheerily goes on her way ; 
Whilst visions of joy o'er her mariners come, 
Of the heart-cheering welcome that waits them % 

at home; 
Dost thou see her all gladness, all grace, and all 

motion, 
Like a sea-bird at play on the lap of the ocean ? 

2 Mark her well — wind may come yet — above her 

are clouds, 
Already the hollow breeze sounds in her shrouds ; 
The gale blows ahead — she has altered her 

course, 
She reefs in her mainsail and bends to its force : 
O'er her slippery deck, see the rude surges 

sweep ; 
There, now she is lost in the swell of the deep ! 
Again she ascends on the crest of the wave, 
Now plunges down headlong, as seeking her 

grave. 

3 Such is life — the young mariner views with 

delight 
His fast-sailing vessel, well freighted and tight, 
Crowds on all his canvas, steers right for his 

port, 
Nor deems that the tempest shall make him its 

sport ; 
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It comes, and the billows rise high to o'erwhelm, 
His wave-beaten bark will not answer her helm; 
She drives towards the breakers, all human aid 

vain, 
The force of that wild dashing surge to restrain. 

4 Such the voyage of life — can it prosperous be 
Without that great Pilot who governs the sea ? 
Ask thy Saviour to take but the helm in His 

hand, 
Trust not thy own wisdom, give Him the com- 
mand; 
All-gracious to hear thee, Almighty to save, 
His voice can speak peace to the wind and the 

wave; 
He will steer thee in safety amid the rude blast, 
And bring thee with joy to the haven at last. 

M. S. Fox. 

A NEW YEAR'S PROMISE. 

i TT ARK ! a sweet sound salutes mine ear, 
jlL While entering on this opening year ; 
My Saviour speaks, and says to me, 
That as " my days my strength shall be." 

2 With such a promise need I fear 
What shall befall me through the year ? 
For this I would not anxious be, 

Since as " my days my strength shall be." 

3 Should storms of trouble on me fall, 
And should my cup be mixed with gall, 
This promise will be sweet to me, 

That as " my days my strength shall be." 



153 

4 If called this year to labour hard 
Within the vineyard of the Lord, 
From duty's path I will not flee, 

For as " my days my strength shall be." 

5 And if this year I'm calFd to die, 
Still on this promise I'll rely ; 
Dear Jesus, then I'll trust in Thee, 
That as " my days my strength shall be." 

11 Sacred Poetry? 2nd Series. 

CHRISTIAN LIBERTY. 

HE is the freeman whom the truth makes free, 
And all are slaves beside. There's not a 
chain 
That hellish foes confederate for his harm, 
Can wind around him, but he casts it off 
With as much ease as Samson his green withes. 
He looks abroad into the varied field 
Of nature, and though poor, perhaps, compared 
With those whose mansions glitter in his sight, 
Calls the delightful scenery all his own. . 
His are the mountains, and the valleys his, 
And the resplendent rivers. His to enjoy 
With a propriety that none can feel, 
But who, with filial confidence inspired, 
Can lift to Heaven an unpresumptuous eye, 
And smiling say, " My Father made them all !" 
Are they not his by a peculiar right, 
And by an emphasis of interest his, 
Whose eye they fill with tears of holy joy, 
Whose heart with praise, and whose exalted mind, 
With worthy thoughts of that unwearied love, 
That planned and built, and still upholds a world 
So clothed with beauty for rebellious man ? 

Cowpet\ 
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ON CHRISTIAN DEVOTEDNESS. 

i W THO doubting asks, what shall I give ? 
V V Or, what shall I withhold ? 
Whose heart can be, when Christ demands, 
So thankless and so cold. 

2 O think of all His love to thee ! 

Think what thy ransom cost ! 
The blood of God's dear Son above, 
AvaiFd to save the lost. 

3 Think of the blessings He has bought, 

The debt thou could'st not pay, 
And of the place prepared for thee, 
In realms of endless day. 

4 And wilt thou then, withhold from Him, 

Aught that His grace bestows? 
No ! let us give our all to Him 
Whose love no limit knows. 

5 And what a privilege to feel 

That we are wholly His, 
With all we have, with all we are : 
Oh ! this indeed is bliss. 

6 Come, let us then, without reserve, 

Devote ourselves to God ; 
He will accept the sacrifice, 
Cleans'd in the Saviour's blood. 

"Sacred Poetry" 2nd Scries* 

"I HAVE CHOSEN THEE IN THE FURNACE 
OF AFFLICTION" 

i r^ HO SEN, chosen, thou art chosen, 
V-^ In affliction's furnace tried ; 
Israel's God hath promised ever. 
He will be thy Shield and Guide. 
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2 Well He knew thy every frailty, 

All thine inmost thoughts could see ; 
Therefore, not in wrath, but mercy, 
Did He lay His hand on thee. 

3 As a tender father chasteneth 

E'en the child he dearly loves, 
So the Lord our God in mercy 
Oft our faith by trials proves. 

4 Oft He smites His wayward children," 

When He sees they wander wide, 
Blights their hopes and blasts their prospects, 
All to bring them to His side. 

5 Every time He smites or wounds us, 

'Tis a token of His love, 
Sent in mercy to assure us, 
We're remembered from above. 

6 In affliction's furnace chosen, 

We an entrance blest shall gain, 
Where, instead of grief and sorrow, 
Joy and peace eternal reign. 

M. B. 

"HIM THAT COMETH TO ME I WILL IN NO WISE 
CAST OUT."— JOHN VII. 37. 

i \\ T1TH tearful eyes I look around; 
V V Life seems a dark and stormy sea ; 
Yet midst the gloom I hear a sound, 
A heavenly whisper, " Come to me." 

2 It tells me of a place of rest ; 
It tells me whither I may flee ; 
Oh ! to the weary, faint, opprest, 
How sweet the bidding, " Come to me." 



i 5 6 

3 When the poor heart with anguish learns 

That earthly props resigned must be, 
And from each broken cistern turns, 
It hears the accents, " Come to me." 

4 When against sin I strive in vain, 

And cannot from the yoke get free, 
Sinking beneath the heavy chain, 
The words arrest me, " Come to me." 

5 " Come, for all else must fail and die ; 

Earth is no resting-place for thee ; 
Heavenward direct thy weeping eye ; 
I am thy portion, Come to me." 

6 Saviour of mercy, and of love ! 

In death my stay and refuge be ; 
Support me, cheer me, from above, 
And gently whisper, " Come to me." 

Charlotte Ellii 



CONSOLATION FOR THE DISTRESSED. 

i *\ \ THEN the disciples saw the Lord 
VV On the rough sea appear ; 
While round the angry billows roar*d, 
Their souls were fill'd with fear. 

2 But soon the gracious Jesus spoke, 
In words which peace convey'd, 
For from His lips these accents broke, 
" Tis I ; be not afraid." 



157 

3 O Lord ; if round my sinking head 

The waves of sorrow roll ; 
The words which then the Saviour said, 
Shall cheer my struggling soul. 

4 I'll think from Thee the trials came, 

Thy work of grace to aid, 
And still shall hear Thy voice exclaim, 
" 'Tis 1 ; be not afraid." 

1 5 Thy matchless power can every day 
Give blessings and remove ; 
But if Thou give or take away, 
'Tis mercy still, and love. 

6 Then round me though the billows roll, 
I will not sink dismayed ; 
Thy voice shall sink within my soul, 
" Tis I ; be not afraid." 

A. Opie. 

THE SOWER. 

i \/E sons of earth, prepare the plough, 
JL Break up your fallow ground ! 
The Sower is gone forth to sow, 
And scatter blessings round. 

2 The seed that*iinds a stony soil 

Shoots forth a hasty blade ; 
But ill repays the Sower's toil, 
Soon withered, scorch'd and dead. 

3 The thorny ground is sure to balk 

All hopes of harvest there ; 
We find a tall and sickly stalk, 
But not the fruitful ear. 
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4 The beaten path and highway side 

Receive the trust in vain ; 
The watchful birds the spoil divide, 
And pick up all the grain. 

5 But when the Lord of grace and power, 

Has blessed the happy field, 
How plenteous is the golden store, 
The deep-wrought furrows yield. 

6 Father of mercies, we have need 

Of Thy preparing grace ; 
Let the same Hand that gives the seed, 
Provide a fruitful place. 

Cowper. 

"JESUS CHRIST, THE SAME YESTERDAY, TO-DAY 
AND FOR EVER."—HEB. XIII. 8. 

1 'T* HE RE'S nought on earth to rest on, 

JL All things are changing here, 
The smiles of joy we gaze on, 

The friends we count most dear. 
One Friend alone is changeless, 

The One too oft forgot, 
Whose love hath stood for ages, 

Jesus, who changeth not. 

2 The sweetest flower of summer, 

That sheds its fragrance round, 
Ere evening comes oft withers, 

And lies upon the ground. 
The dark and dreary desert 

Has only one green spot ; 
'Tis found in living pastures, 

With Christ who changes not. 
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3 Clouds soon o'ercast our sunshine, 

So beautiful, so bright, 
And while we still admire it, 

It darkens into night. 
One sky alone is cloudless, 

There darkness enters not, 
'Tis found alone with Jesus, 

And Jesus changeth not. 

4 Though friendship's "smile availeth 

To cheer us here below ; 
Yet smiles are oft deceitful, 

They quickly ebb and flow. 
One smile alone can gladden, 

Whate'er the pilgrim's lot, 
It is the smile of Jesus, 

For Jesus changeth not. 

5 And thus our bark moves onward, 

O'er life's tempestuous sea, 
While death's unsparing finger, 

Is stamp'd on all we see. 
But faith has found a refuge 

Where hope deceiveth not, 
Our life is hid with Jesus, 

In Him who changeth not. 

6 There's nought on earth to rest on, 

All things are changing here, 
The smiles of joy we gaze on, 

The friends we count most dear. 
One Friend alone is changeless, 

The One too oft forgot, 
Whose love has stood for ages, 

Jesus who changeth not. 

F. Whitfield. 
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"WHAT SHALL I RENDER ?"— PSALM CXVL 12, 13. 

i "jT^OR mercies, countless as the sands, 
JT Which daily I receive, 
From Jesus my Redeemer's hands, 
My soul, what can'st thou give ? 

2 Alas ! from such a heart as mine, 

What can I bring Him forth ? 
My best is stain'd and dyed with sin, 
My all is nothing worth. 

3 Yet this acknowledgment Til make 

For all He has bestowed ; 
Salvation's sacred cup 111 take, 
And call upon my God. 

4 The best returns for one like me, 

So wretched and so poor, 
Is from His gifts to draw a plea, 
And ask Him still for more. 

5 I cannot serve Him as I ought, 

No works have I to boast ; 
Yet would I glory in the thought, 
That I should owe Him most. 

Newton. 



THE HOPE OF HEAVEN OUR SUPPORT UNDER 
TRIALS ON EARTH. 

i T I 7HEN I can read my title clear, 
V V To mansions in the skies, 
I bid farewell to every fear, 
And wipe my weeping eyes. 
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2 Should earth against my soul engage, 

And hellish darts be hurFd, 
Then I can smile at Satan's rage, 
And face a frowning world. 

3 Let cares like a wild deluge come, 

And storms of sorrow fall ; 
May I but safely reach my home, 
My God, my Heaven, my all ! 

4 There shall my wand'ring, weary soul 

Find her eternal rest ; 
And not a wave of trouble roll 
Across my peaceful breast. 

Watts. 



"BECAUSE THOU HAST BEEN MY HELP, THERE- 
FORE IN THE SHADOW OF THY WINGS WILL 
I REJOICE. n — PSALM LXIII. 7. 

i DE CAUSE the Lord, my Saviour, has brought 
D me from afar, 
And led me to the pastures, where all His child- 

4 ren are ; 
Because He looked upon me in my wilfulness 

and pride, 
And broke down every self-built tower wherein' I 

sought to hide ; 
Because He left my helpless soul to taste sin's 

bitter thrall, 
Till at His mercy's footstool He made me cast 

my all ; 
Because He has forgiven what He alone can 

know, 
And new desires for heavenly grace continues to 

bestow ; 
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Therefore I praise His faithfulness, with heart, 

and soul, and voice, 
And in the shadow of His wings I cannot but 

rejoice. 

# 

2 Because He still looks on me with tenderness 

and love, 
And bids me trust His wisdom when all «is dark 

above ; 
Because the more I trust Him, the more I feel I 

may, 
Through every pain and sorrow, and though He 

seem to slay ; 
Because I know my waywardness still claims 

His chastening hand, 
And every grief and trouble is sent at His com- 
mand. 
Because I feel within my heart His soul-subduing 

power, 
And take the peace He gives me as the harbinger 

of more ; 
Therefore I long His love to tell, with glad and 

thoughtful voice, 
And in the shadow of His wings my heart shall 

still rejoice. 



3 Because this evil heart of mine, once hardened 

in its pride, 
Now prays to be whate'er He will, so He is 

glorified ; 
Because He wrought this blessed change, and 

laid me at His feet, 
And gives me in all care and need to find His 

comfort sweet. 
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And though I'm all unworthy the name of Christ 
to name, 

He has begun the gracious work and will perfect 
the same ; 

Therefore I still will lean upon His matchless 
love and power, 

To uphold me through life's conflicts, and pre- 
pare for death's dark hour. 

Therefore my spirit rests in hope, that with no 
faltering voice, 

In the riches of His pardoning love, I shall ever- 
more rejoice. 

E. N. C. 

THE WORLD NO CONTINUING CITY. 

i ii \ "X 7E'VE no abiding city here;" 

V V This may distress the worldling's mind, 
But should not cost the saint a tear, 
Who hopes a better rest to find. 

2 "We've no abiding city here;" 

Sad truth, were this to be our home, 
But let the thought our spirits cheer, 
" We seek a city yet tp come." 

3 " We've no abiding city here ;" 

Then let us live as pilgrims do ; 

Let not the world our rest appear, 

But let us haste from all below. 

4 " We've no abiding city here ;" 

We seek a city out of sight ; 
Zion its name ; the Lord is there, 
It shines with everlasting light. 
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5 Oh ! sweet abode of peace and love, 

Where pilgrims, freed from toil, are blest ; 
Had I the pinions of a dove 
I'd flee to thee, and be at rest. 

6 But hush, my soul, nor dare repine ; . 

The time my God appoints is best ; 
While here, to do His will be mine, 
And His to fix my time of rest. 

Kelly. 

" WE WHICH HAVE BELIEVED DO ENTER INTO 

REST."—HEB. IV. 3. 

i T REST with Thee, Lord ! whither should I go ? 
JL I feel so blest within Thy home of love ! 
The blessings purchased by Thy pain and woe, 
To Thy poor child, Thou sendest from above. 
O never let Thy grace depart from me, 
So shall I still abide, my Lord, with Thee. 

2 I rest with Thee ! eternal life the prize 

Thou wilt bestow, when faith's good fight is 
won. 
What can earth give, but vain regrets and sighs, 

To the poor heart whose passing bliss is done ? 
For lasting joys I fleeting ones resign, 
Since Jesus calls me His and He is mine. 

3 I rest with Thee ! no other place of rest 

Can now attract, no other portion please ; 
The soul, of heavenly treasure once possest, 

All earthly glory with indifference sees. 
Poor world farewell ! thy splendours tempt no 

more, 
The power of grace I feel and thine is o'er. 
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1 rest with Thee ! withJThee, whose wondrous 

love 

Descends to seek the lost, the fallen raise, 
O that my whole of future life might prove 

One hallelujah, one glad song of praise ! 
So shall I sing, as time's last moments flee, 
Now and for ever, Lord, I rest with Thee ! 

Adolph Moraht,from "Hymns from the 

Land of Luther, n 

HOME IN VIEW. 

i A S when the weary traveller gains 
l\ The height of some o'erlooking hill, 
His heart revives, if. 'cross the plains 
He eyes his home, though distant still. 

2 While he surveys the much-lov'd spot, 

He slights the space that lies between ; 
His past fatigues are now forgot, 
Because his journey's end is seen. 

3 Thus when the Christian pilgrim views 

By faith his mansion in the skies, 
The sight his fainting strength renews, 
And wings his speed to reach the prize. 

4 The thought of home his spirit cheers, 

No more he grieves for troubles past, 
Nor any future trial fears, 
So he may safe arrive at last. 

5 'Tis there he says I am to dwell, 

With Jesus in the realms of day ; 
Then I shall bid my cares farewell, 
And He shall wipe my tears away. 
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6 Jesus, on Thee our hope depends, 
To lead us on to Thine abode ; 
Assured our home will make amends, 
For all our toil while on the road. 

Newton, 



THE SOUL THAT LOVES GOD FINDS HIM 
EVERYWHERE. 

i /~\ THOU, by long experience tried, 
\^J Near whom no grief can long abide ; 
Dear Lord, how full of sweet content 
I pass my years of banishment ! 

2 All scenes alike engaging prove, 
To souls impress'd with sacred love ; 
Where'er they dwell, they dwell in Thee, 
In Heaven, in earth, or on the sea. 

3 To me remains nor place, nor time, 
My country is in every clime ; 

I can be calm, and free from care, 
On any shore, since God is there. 

4 While place we seek, or place we shun, 
The soul finds happiness in none ; 

But with a God to guide our way, 
'Tis equal joy to go or stay. 

5 Could I be cast where Thou art net, 
That were indeed a dreadful lot ; 
But regions none remote I call, 
Secure of finding God in all. 
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6 My country, Lord, art Thou alone, 
No other can I claim or own ; 

The point where all my wishes meet, 
My law, my love, life's only sweet. 

7 Ah ! then, to His embrace repair, 
My soul, thou art no stranger there, 
There love divine shall be thy guard, 
And peace and safety thy reward. 

Guion (translated by Cowper). 



"AND THE SOUL OF THE PEOPLE WAS MUCH 

DISCOURAGED BECAUSE OF THE WAY."— 

NUMBERS XXL 4. 

i T T OW often, forgetting the crown, 

±~L And the palm, and the victor's array, 
In sackcloth we choose to sit down, 
" Discouraged because of the way!" 

2 Disheartened because of the foe, 

And weary of bearing the cross, 
Cast down when the brooks cease to flow, 
And the gold is obscured by its dross. 

3 Then the cross is a burden and grief, 

And the yoke is a toil and a care ; 
Though 'tis only our own unbelief, 
Which makes them so. heavy to bear. 

4 How often to Marah we flee, 

And there pitch our tent in the waste, 
Forgetting that marvellous " Tree," 
Which maketh it sweet to the taste. 
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5 We pine for the blessings foregone, 

While still beside Marah we dwell, 
Tho' to Elim we ought to press on, 
And be counting each palm-tree and welL 

6 Soon the shoes shall be loosed from the feet, 

And the staff shall be dropped from the hand, 
And the wilderness manna, so sweet, 
Shall be changed for " the corn of the land." 

7 Then grace shall with glory be crowned, 

And night shall dissolve into day ; 
Oh ! the country for which we are bound, 
Is worth all the griefs of the way ! 

Jane Crewdson, 



CHRIST THE PURIFIER. 

i T T E that from dross would win the precious ore, 
JT1 Bends o'er the crucible an earnest eye, 
The subtle searching process to explore, 

Lest the one brilliant moment should pass by ; 
When in the molten silver's virgin mass, 
He meets his pictured face as in a glass. 

2 Thus in God's furnace are His people tried ; 
Thrice happy they who to the end endure ; 
But who the fiery trial may abide ? 

Who from the crucible come forth so pure, 
That He, whose eyes of flame look through the 

whole, 
May see His image perfect in the soul ? 



169 

3 Nor with an evanescent glimpse alone, 
As in that mirror the refiner's face, 
But stamp'd with Heaven's broad signet, there 
be shown 
Immanuers features, full of truth and grace ; 
And round that seal of love this motto be, 
" Not for a moment, but Eternity." 

" Sacred Poetry? 2nd Series, 



"FOR TO ME TO LIVE IS CHRIST, AND TO DIE 
IS GAIN."— PHIL. I. ax. 

i T)RECIOUS Saviour, may I live 
jL Only for Thee ; 

Spend the powers Thou dost give, 

Only for Thee. 

2 Be my spirit's deep desire, 

Only for Thee ; 
May my intellect aspire, 

Only for Thee. 

3 In my joys may I rejoice, 

Only for Thee ; 
In my choices, make my choice, 

Only for Thee. 

4 Meekly may I suffer grief, 

Only for Thee ; 
Gratefully accept relief, 

Only for Thee. 
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5 Be my smiles, and be my tears, 

Only for Thee ; 
Be my young and riper years, 

Only for Thee. 

6 All that I have, O let me give, 

Only for Thee ; 
Precious Saviour, may I live, 

Only for Thee. 

From "Hymns for the Church on Earth? 



s CORINTHIANS XIII. 14. 

MAY the grace of Christ our Saviour, 
And the Father's boundless love, 
With the Holy Spirit's favour, 

Rest upon us from above. 
Thus may we abide in union, 

With each other and the Lord ; 
And possess, in sweet communion, 
Joys which earth cannot afford. 

Newton. 

LIGHT IN DARKNESS. 

"All things work together for good to them that love God." — 

ROM. VIII. 28. 

i T TOW weary and how worthless this life at 
in times appears! 
What days of heavy musing, what hours of 

bitter tears! 
How dark the storm-clouds gather along the 

wintry skies, 
How desolate and cheerless the path before us 

lies! 
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2 And yet these days of dreariness are sent us 

from above, 
They do not come in anger, but in faithfulness 

and love; 
They come to teach us lessons, which bright 

ones could not yield, 
And to leave us blest and thankful, when their 

purpose is fulfilled. 

3 They come to draw us nearer our Father and our 

Lord, 
More earnestly to seek His face, to listen to His 

word, 
And to feel, if now around us a desert land we 

see, 
Without the star of promise, what would its 

darkness be! 

4 They come to lay us lowly, and humbled in the 

dust, 
All self-deception swept away, all creature hope 

and trust; 
Our helplessness, our vileness, our guiltiness to 

own, 
And flee for hope and refuge to Christ, and 

Christ alone. 

5 They come to break the fetters which here de- 

tain us fast, 
And cause our long reluctant hearts to rise to 

Heaven at last; 
And brighten every prospect of that eternal 

home, 
Where grief and disappointment, and fear can 

never come. 
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6 Then turn not in despondency, poor weary heart 

away, 
But meekly journey onwards, through the dark 

and cloudy day, 
Even now the bow of promise is above thee 

painted bright, 
Soon shall thy Saviour's light and love disperse 

the gloom of night. 

7 Thy God doth not forget thee, and when He 

sees it best, 
Will speak the word of healing, and give thee 

peace and rest, 
Aud all thy pain and sorrow, when the pilgrimage 

is o'er, 
Shall end in heavenly blessedness, and joys for 

evermore ! 

Spitta^from "Hymns from the Land of Luther? 



THE FOLD OF CHRIST. 

i HPHOU Shepherd of Israel, and mine, 
1 The joy and desire of my heart ; 
For closer communion I pine, 

I long to reside where Thou art : 
The pasture I languish to find, 

Where all who their Shepherd obey, 
Are fed, on Thy bosom reclin'd 
And screened from the heat of the day. 

2 Ah ! show me that happiest place, 
The place of Thy people's abode, 
Where saints in an ecstacy gaze, 
And joy in the presence of God. 
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Thy love for a sinner declare, 
Thy passion and death on the tree ; 

My spirit to Calvary bear, 
To suffer and triumph with Thee. 

3 'Tis there with the lambs of Thy flock, 
There only I covet to rest ; 
To lie at the foot of the rock, 

Or rise to be hid in Thy breast ; 
'Tis there I would always abide, 
And never a moment depart, 
Concealed in the cleft of Thy side, 
Eternally held in Thy heart. 

C. Wesley. 



A SUMMER'S EVENING. 

i TT OW fine has the day been, how bright was 
in the sun, 

How lovely and joyful the course that he run ; 
Though he rose in a mist, when his race he 

began, 
And there followed some droppings of rain. 

2 But now the fair traveller's come to the west, 
His rays are all gold, and his beauties are best ; 
He paints the sky gay as he sinks to his rest, 
And foretells a bright rising again. 

3 Just suck is the Christian, nis course he begins, 
Like the sun in a mist, when he mourns for his 

sins, 
And melts into tears; then he breaks out and 

shines, 
And travels his heavenly way. 
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4 But when he comes nearer to finish his race, 
Like a fine setting sun, he looks richer in grace, 
And gives a sure hope at the end of his days, 
Of rising in brighter array. 

Watts. 

THE STILL, SMALL VOICE. 

i T T OW sweet to the soul are the breathings of 
JLJL peace, 
When the still voice of pardon bids sorrow to 

cease, 
When the welcome of mercy falls soft on the ear, 
" Come hither, ye laden — ye weary, draw near!" 

2 There's a rest for the soul that on Jesus relies, 
There's a home for the homeless, prepared in the 

skies, 
There's a joy in believing, a hope, and a stay, 
That the world cannot give, nor the world take 

away. 
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3 O had I the wings of a dove, I would fly, 
And mount on the pinions of faith to the sky, 
Where the still and small breathing to earth that 

was given, 
Shall be changed to the anthem and chorus of 
Heaven. 

M*Co?tibe. 

PARTING. 

i *\ 17H I LE to several paths dividing, 
VV We our pilgrimage pursue, 
May Jehovah, safely guiding, 
Keep His scattered flock in view. 
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2 May the bond of sweet communion, 

Every distant soul embrace, 
Till, in everlasting union, 
We attain our resting-place. 

3 Oh, 'tis sweet, each other aiding, 

In companionship to move ; 
One pure flame and heart pervading, 
One our Lord, our faith, our love. 

4 Sweet, when each can bend, imploring, 

Medicine for his brother's pain ; 
Or, the stumbling foot restoring, 
Cheer him to the race again. 

5 Here a passing breath may sever, 

Friends in dearest union tied ; 
There created power shall never 
Tear us from our Saviour's side. 

6 Life, and death, and hell combining, 

Present things, and things to come, 
Cannot cloud the promise shining, 
Cannot bar us from our home. 

7 Now we part in tearful sadness, 

Bearing forth the precious grain ; 
We shall yet, with joy and gladness, 
Bring our harvest sheaves again. 

•8 Thus, while fond affection weepeth, 
Faith exalts her cheering voice ; 
He that soweth, he that reapeth, 
Will together soon rejoice. 

Charlotte Elizabeth, 
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"IVE ARE AS SAFE AT SEA, SAFER IN THE 
STORM THAT GOD SENDS US, THAN IN A 
CALM BEFRIENDED BY THE WORLD." 

i T T AST thou heard the loud roar of the turbu- 
JLJL lent ocean, 
When the wintry wind over its bosom hath 
pass'd ? 
When the angry waves raged in their wildest 
commotion, 
And death seemed to ride on the wings of the 
blast ? 

2 Hast thou seen the frail bark in that moment of 

anguish, 
Now aloft on the billow, now 'whelmed in the 

surge ! 
When the hopes of the hard -toiling mariner 

languish, 
And the hollow gale sounds in his ear like a 

dirge ? 

3 Tis the moment of mercy, our efforts all failing, 

Christ speaks, and the tempest subsides at His 
will, 
His voice o'er the tumult of waves is prevailing, 
As He breathes the soft accents of " Peace, be 
ye still." 

4 Press on, then, thou sea -beaten vessel, and 

borrow 
New light from this darkness, new hope from 
this fear ; 
Let thy peril to-day, teach thee trust for to-mor- 
row, 
In storm and in sunshine thy Saviour is near. 

M. S. For. 
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NOT NOW. 

NOT now, my child, — a little more rough 
tossing, 
A little longer on the billows' foam, — 
A few more journeyings in the desert-darkness, 
And then the sunshine of thy Father's home ! 

Not now, — for I have wand'rers in the distance, 
And thou must call them in with patient love ; 

Not now, — for I have sheep upon the moun- 
tains, 
And thou must follow them where'er they rove. 



3 Not now, — for I have lov'd ones, sad and weary, 
Wilt thou not cheer them with a kindly smile ? 
Sick ones, who need thee in their lonely sorrow, 
Wilt thou not tend them yet a little while ? 



4 Not now, — for wounded hearts are sorely bleed- 

ing, 
And thou must teach those widow*d hearts to 

sing; 
Not now, — for orphan's tears are thickly falling, 
They must be gathered 'neath my sheltering 

wing. 

5 Not now, — for many a hungry one is pining, 

Thy willing hand must be outstretched and 
free, 
Thy Father hears the mighty cry of anguish, 
And gives His answering messages to thee. 
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6 Not nowy — for dungeon walls look stern and 

gloomy, 
And pris'ners' sighs sound strangely on the 
breeze, 
Man's pris'ners, but the Saviour's noble free 
men; 
Hast thou no ministry of love for these ? 

7 Not now, — for helPs eternal gulf is yawning, 

And souls are perishing in hopeless sin, — 
Jerusalem's bright gates are standing open, 
Go to the banished ones, and fetch them in. 

8 Go with the name of Jesus to the dying, 

And speak that name in all its living power ; 
Why should thy fainting heart grow chill and 
weary, 
Canst thou not watch with me one little hour ? 

9 One little hour ! — and then the glorious crowning, 

The golden harp-strings and the victor's palm, 
One little hour ! and then the Halleluiah ! 
Eternity's long, deep, thanksgiving psalm ! 

C.P. 

HOPE ON! HOPE OX! 

i T TOPE on! hope on! let no sad thoughts 
.Li prevail, 

Thou art not left to struggle on alone, 
Wide to the wind spread out thy strongest sail, 
Soon shalt thou reach thy destined port and 
home. 
For He who rides the storm and walks the sea 
Is ever near to help and strengthen thee. 
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2 Hope on ! hope on ! though poor and weak thou 

art, 

Unable oft to lift thy soul in prayer, 
Withdraw thyself to some lone spot apart 

From all things else, and wait upon Him there, 
Who in His love and pity to thy soul, 
Will pour in healing balm and make thee whole. 

3 Hope on ! hope on ! though tribulations may 

Attend thee while a pilgrim here below ; 
Look unto Christ ! the Life, the Truth, the Way ; 

Our Advocate who does our trials know ; 
He will uphold thee in the watery deep, 
And in each slippery path will safely keep. 

4 Hope on! hope on! why should'st thou tremb- 

ling stand ? 
Why fear to meet the dangers on the road ? 
The Saviour points thee to a brighter land, 
Where dwells the Eternal One, the Almighty 
God. 
He will soon call thee to His rest above; 
Hope on and trust to His redeeming love. 

E. G. 



JESUS, THE TRUE SHEPHERD. 

HAPPY soul, who, free from harms, 
Rests within his Shepherd's arms ; 
Who his quiet shall molest ? 
Who shall violate his rest ? 
Jesus doth his spirit bear, 
Jesus takes his every care ; 
He who found the wandering sheep, 
Loves and still delights to keep. 
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2 Oh ! that I might so believe, 
Steadfastly to Jesus cleave ! 
Only on His love rely, 
Smile at the destroyer nigh ; 
Free from sin and servile fear, 
Have my Saviour ever near ; 
All His care rejoice to prove, 
All His paradise of love. 

3 Jesus, seek Thy wandering sheep ; 
Bring me back, and lead and keep ; 
Take on Thee my every care ; 
Bear me, on Thy bosom bear, 

Let me know my Shepherd's voice, 
More and more in Thee rejoice ; 
More and more of Thee receive ; 
Ever in Thy Spirit live : 

4 Live, till all Thy life I know, 
Perfect through my Lord below ; 
Gladly, then, from earth remove, 
Gathered to the fold above. 

Oh ! that I at last may stand 
With the sheep at Thy right hand ! 
Take the crown so freely given, 
Enter in by Thee to Heaven. - 

C. Wesley. 



THE LORD OUR DEFENCE. 

HOW are Thy servants blest, O Lord ! 
How sure is their defence ! 
Eternal wisdom is their guide, 
Their help Omnipotence. 
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2 In foreign realms, and lands remote, 

Supported by Thy care, 
Through burning climes I pass'd unhurt, 
And breath'd in tainted air. 

3 Thy mercy sweeten'd every soil, 

Made every region please ; 
The hoary Alpine hills it warm'd, 
And smoothed the Tyrrhene seas. 

4 Think, O my soul, devoutly think, 

How, with affrighted eyes, 
Thou saw*st the wide extended deep 
In all its horrors rise. 

5 Confusion dwelt in every face, 

And fear in every heart ; 
When waves on waves, and gulfs on gulfs, 
O'ercame the pilots art. 

6 Yet then from all my griefs, O Lord, 

Thy mercy set me free : 
Whilst, in the confidence of prayer, 
My soul took hold on Thee. 

7 For though in dreadful whirls we hung, 

High on the broken wave, 
I knew Thou wert not slow to hear, 
Nor impotent to save. 

8 The storm was laid, the winds retir'd, 

Obedient to Thy will ; 
The sea, that roar*d at Thy command, 
At Thy command was still. 

9 In midst of dangers, fears, and death, 

Thy goodness I'll adore, 
And praise Thee for Thy mercies past, 
And humbly hope for more. 



182 

10 My life, if Thou preserv'st my life, 
Thy sacrifice shall be ; 
And death, if death must be my doom, 
Shall join my soul to Thee. 

Addison. 

m 

SUBMISSION. 

i f~\ LORD, my best desire fulfil, 
KJ And help me to resign 
Life, health, and comforts to Thy will, 
And make Thy pleasure mine. 

2 Why should I shrink at Thy command, 

Whose love forbids my fears ! 
Or tremble at the gracious hand 
That wipes away my tears ? 

3 No! rather let me freely yield 

What most I prize to Thee ; 
Who never hast a good withheld, 
Or wilt withhold from me. 

4 Thy favour, all my journey through, 

Thou art engaged to grant ; 
What else I want, or think I do, 
'Tis better still to want. 

5 Wisdom and mercy guide my way ; 

Shall I resist them both ? 
A poor blind creature of a day, 
And crushed before the moth ! 

6 But, ah ! my inward spirit cries, 

Still bind me to Thy sway ; 
Else the next cloud that veils my skies, 
Drives all these thoughts away. 

Cowper. 
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"THY WILL BE DONE." 

"It is the Lord, let Him do what seemeth Him good."-- 

i SAM.. III. x8. 

1 A /T Y Jesus, as Thou wilt ! 

1V1 Oh, may Thy will be mine ! 
Into Thy hand of love 

I would my all resign. 
Through sorrow, or through joy, 

Conduct me as Thine own, 
And help me still to say, 

My Lord, Thy will be done ! 

2 My Jesus, as Thou wilt ! 

If needy here and poor, 
Give me Thy people's bread, 

Their portion rich and sure. 
The manna of Thy words, 

Let my soul feed upon ; 
And if all else should fail, 

My Lord, thy will be done ! 

3 My Jesus, as Thou wilt ! 

If among thorns I go, 
Still sometimes here and there, 

Let a few roses blow. 
But Thou on earth along 

The thorny path hast gone, 
Then lead me after Thee, 

My Lord, Thy will be done ! 

4 My Jesus, as Thou wilt ! 

Though seen through many a tear, 
Let not my star of hope, 
Grow dim or disappear. 
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Since Thou on earth hast wept, 
And sorrowed oft alone, 

If I must weep with Thee, 
My Lord, Thy will be done ! 

5 My Jesus, as Thou wilt ! 

If loved ones must depart, 
Suffer not sorrow's flood 

To overwhelm my heart : 
For they are blest with Thee, 

Their race and conflict won, 
Let me but follow them, 

My Lord, Thy will be done ! 

6 My Jesus, as Thou wilt ! 

When death itself draws nigh, 
To Thy dear wounded side 

I would for refuge fly ; 
Leaning on Thee, to go 

Where Thou before hast gone ; 
The rest as Thou shalt please, 

My Lord, Thy will be done ! 

7 My Jesus, as Thou wilt ! 

All shall be well for me. 
Each changing future scene, 

I gladly trust with Thee. 
Straight to my home above 

I travel calmly on, 
And sing, in life or death, 

My Lord, Thy will be done. 

B. Schmolkyfrom "Hymn 
the Land of Luther, 
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THE MEAL AND CRUSE OF OIL.—i KINGS XVII. 16. 

i DY the poor widow's oil and meal, 
JD Elijah was sustain'd; 
Though small the stock, it lasted well, 
For God the store maintain'd. 

2 It seem'd as if, from day to day, 

They were to eat and die : 
But still, though in a secret way, 
He sent a fresh supply. 

3 Thus to His poor He still will give 

Just for the present hour; 
But for to-morrow they must live 
Upon His word and powV. 

4 No barn or storehouse they possess, 

On which they can depend ; 
Yet have no cause to fear distress, 
For Jesus is their friend. 

5 Then let not doubts your mind assail, 

Remember God has said, 
" The cruse and barrel shall not fail, 
My people shall be fed." 

6 And thus, though faint it often seems, 

He keeps their grace alive ; 
Supplied by His refreshing streams, 
Their dying hopes revive. 

7 Though in ourselves" we have no stock, 

The Lord is nigh to save, 
His door flies open when we knock 
In faith we ask and have. 

Newton. 
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RETIREMENT. 

FAR from the world, O Lord, I flee, 
From strife and tumult far ; 
From scenes where Satan wages still 
His most successful war. 



The calm retreat, the silent shade, 
With prayer and praise agree ; 

And seem, by Thy sweet bounty made, 
For those who follow Thee. 



3 There, if Thy Spirit touch the soul, 
And grace her mean abode, 
Oh, with what peace, and joy, and love, 
She communes with her God ! 



4 There, like the nightingale she pours 

Her solitary lays ; 
Nor asks a witness of her song, 
Nor thirsts for human praise. 

5 Author and Guardian of my life, 

Sweet source of light divine, 
And (all harmonious names in one), 
My Saviour, Thou art mine. 

6 What thanks I owe Thee, and what love, 

A boundless, endless store ; 
Shall echo through the realms above, 
When time sha\\ be tvo moxe. 
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JEHOVAH JESUS, 

1 TV If Y song shall bless the Lord of all, 

IV JL My praise shall climb to His abode : 
Thee, Saviour, by that name I call, 
The great Supreme, the mighty God. 

2 Without beginning or decline, 

Object of faith and not of sense, 
Eternal ages saw Him shine, 
He shines eternal ages hence. 

3 As much when in the manger laid, 

Almighty ruler of the sky, 
As when the six days' work he made, 
FilPd all the morning stars with joy. 

4 Of all the crowns Jehovah bears, 

Salvation is His dearest claim ; 
That gracious sound, well-pleas'd He hears, 
And owns Emmanuel for His name. 



5 A cheerful confidence I feel, 

My well-plac'd hopes with joy I see ; 
My bosom glows with heavenly zeal 
To worship Him who died for me. 

6 As man He pities my complaint, 

His power and truth are all divine; 
He will not fail, He cannot faint, 
Lord, make Thy free salvation mine. 
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ON DEATH. 

i HPO Jesus, the crown of my hope, 
A My soul is in haste to be gone ; 
Oh, bear me, ye cherubim, up, 
And waft me away to His Throne ! 

2 My Saviour, whom absent I love, 

Whom not having seen I adore, 
Whose name is exalted above 
All glory, dominion, and power. 

3 Dissolve Thou these bonds that detain 

My soul from her portion in Thee ; 
Oh strike off this adamant chain, 
And set me eternally free. 

4 When that happy era begins, 

When array'd in Thy beauties I shine, 
Nor grieve any more, by my sins, 
The bosom on which I recline ; 

5 Oh, then shall the veil be remold, 

And round me new glories be pour'd ; 
I shall meet Thee, whom absent I lo^d, 
I shall see, whom unseen I ador'd. 

6 And then never more shall the fears, 

The trials, temptations, and woes, 
Which sadden this valley of tears, 
Intrude on my blissful repose. 

7 Or, be they remember'd above, 

Remembrance no sadness shall raise ; 
They will be but tysy* s\gas oC TKy love, 
New themes for my \*oTitex axA^rwasft. 
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8 Then the stroke that from sin and from pain 
Shall set me eternally free, 
Will but strengthen and rivet the chain 
That binds me, my Saviour, to Thee. 

First two stanzas by Cowpe>\ 

ONE BY ONE. 

i f~\ NE by one the sands are flowing, 
\J One by one the moments fall ; 
Some are coming, some are going, 
Do not strive to grasp them all. 

2 One by one thy duties wait thee, 

Let thy whole strength go to each ; 
Let not future dreams elate thee, 
Learn thou first what duties teach. 

3 One by one (bright gifts from Heaven) 

Joys are sent thee here below ; 
Take them readily when given, 
Ready, too, to let them go. 

4 One by one thy griefs shall meet thee, 

Do not fear an armed band ; 
One will fade as others greet thee, 
Shadows passing through the land. 

5 Do not look at life's long sorrow ; 

See how small each moment's pain ; 
God will help thee for to-morrow, 
Every day begin again. 

6 Every hour that fleets so slowly, 

Has its task to do pr bear ; 
Luminous the crown and holy, 
If thou set each gem m\X\ cat*.. 
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7 Do not linger with regretting, 
Or of passing hours despond ; 
Nor, the daily toil forgetting, 
Look too eagerly beyond. 

S Hours are golden links, God's token, 
Reaching Heaven ; but, one by one, 
Take them, lest the chain be broken 
Ere the pilgrimage be done. 

From "Household Word 



THE BLESSEDNESS OF TRUSTING IN GOD. 

i HP HE Lord in trouble hear thee, 
A And help from Zion send ; 
The God of grace be near thee, 

To comfort and befriend ! 
Thy human weakness strengthen, 

Thy earthly wants supply, 
Thy span of nature lengthen 
To endless life on high ! 

2 Above His own anointed 

His banner bright shall wave; 
Their times are all appointed ; 

The Lord His flock shall save : 
Thro* life's deceitful mazes 

Their steps He'll safely bear, 
Accept their feeble praises, 

And hear their every prayer. 

3 Go dn, thou heir of glory ; 

No ill can thee betide ; 
The prize is full before thee, 
Thy Guardian at thy side. 
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Who trust created power 
Their weakness soon shall see ; 

God is the rock and tower, 
And He shall succour thee. 

Lyte. 

PRAISE FOR THE FOUNTAIN OPENED. 

i HTHERE is a fountain fill'd with blood, 
A Drawn from Emmanuel's veins ; 
And sinners plunged beneath that flood, 
Lose all their guilty stains. 

2 The dying thief rejoiced to see 

That fountain in his day ; 
And there may I, as vile as he, 
Wash all my sins away. 

3 Dear dying Lamb ! Thy precious blood 

Shall never lose its power, 
Till all the ransom'd Church of God 
Be saved, to sin no more. 

4 E'er since, by faith, I saw the stream, 

Thy flowing wounds supply, 
Redeeming love has been my theme, 
And shall be till I die. 

5 Then in a nobler, sweeter song 

I'll sing Thy power to save, 
When this poor lisping, stammering tongue 
Lies silent in the grave. 

6 Lord, I believe Thou hast prepared, 

Unworthy though I be, 
For me a blood-bought free reward, 
A golden harp for me : 
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7 Tis strung and tuned for endless years, 
And form'd by power divine, 
To sound in God the Father's ears 
No other name but Thine. 

Cow 

PSALM CXXX. 

i f\UT of the depths of woe 
\J To Thee, O Lord, I cry ; 
Darkness surrounds me, but I know, 
That Thou art ever nigh. 

2 Then hearken to my voice, 

Give ear to my complaint ; 
Thou bid'st the mourning soul rejoice* 
Thou comfortest the faint. 

3 I cast my hope on Thee, 

Thou canst, Thou wilt forgive : 
Wert Thou to mark iniquity, 
Who in Thy sight could live ? 

4 Humbly on Thee I wait, 

Confessing all my sin ; 
Lord, I am knocking at Thy gate, 
Open and take me in. 

5 Like them, whose longing eyes 

Watch, till the morning star 
(Though late and seen through temp 
Heaven's portals to unbar. 

6 Like them I watch and pray, 

And though it tarry long, 
Catch the first gleam of welcome ( 
Then burst into a song. 
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7 Glory to God above ; 

The waters soon will cease, 
For lo ! the swift returning dove 
Brings home the sign of peace. 

8 Though storms his face obscure, 

And dangers threaten loud, 
Jehovah's covenant is sure, 
His bow is in the cloud. 



James Montgomery. 



r AM A STRANGER WITH THEE, AND A SO- 
JOURNER, AS ALL MY FATHERS WERE."- 
PSALM XXXIX. I2 . 

1 A PILGRIM and a stranger, 
l\ I journey here below ; 
Far distant is my country, 

The home to which I go. 
Here I must toil and travel, 

Oft weary and opprest, 
But there my God shall lead me 

To everlasting rest. 

2 IVe met with storms and dangers, 

Even from early years ; 
With enemies and conflicts, 

With fightings and with fears. 
There's nothing here that tempts me 

To wish a longer stay, 
So I must hasten forward, 

No halting or delay. 
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3 It is a well-worn pathway, 

Many have gone before ; 
The holy saints and prophets, 

The patriarchs of yore. 
They trod the toilsome journey 

In patience and in faith ; 
And them I fain would follow, 

Like them in life and death ! 

4 Who would share Abraham's blessing 

Must Abraham's path pursue, 
A stranger and a pilgrim, 

Like him, must journey through. 
The foes must be encountered, 

The dangers must be passed ; 
Only a faithful soldier 

Receives the crown at last. 

5 So I must hasten forward, 

The end will shortly come ; 
This land of my sojourning, 

Is not my destined home. 
That evermore abideth, 

Jerusalem above, 
The everlasting city, 

The land of light and love. 

6 There still my thoughts are dwelling, 

'Tis there I long to be ; 
Come, Lord, and call Thy servant 

To blessedness with Thee ! 
Come bid my toils be ended, 

Let all my wanderings cease ; 
Call from the wayside lodging, 

To the sweet home of peace ! 
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7 There I shall dwell for ever, 

No more a stranger guest, 
With all Thy blood-bought children, 

In everlasting rest. 
The pilgrim toil forgotten, 

The pilgrim conflict o'er, 
All earthly grief behind me, 

Eternal joy before ! 

Paul Gerhardt^from "Hymns from 
the Land of Luther." 

THE CONTRITE HEART. 

i HPHERE is a holy sacrifice 

X Which God in Heaven will not despise, 
Nay, which is precious in His eyes — 
The contrite heart. 

2 That lofty One, before whose throne, 
The countless hosts of Heaven bow down, 
Another dwelling-place will own — 

The contrite heart. 

3 The Holy One, the Son of God, 

His pardoning love will shed abroad, 
And consecrate as His abode, 
The contrite heart. 

4 The Holy Spirit from on high 
Will listen to its faintest cry, 
And cheer, and bless, and purify 

The contrite heart 

5 Saviour ! I cast my hopes on Thee, 
Such as Thou art I fain would be ; 
In mercy, Lord, bestow on me 

A contrite heart. 

Montgomery. 
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BE STILL AND KNOW THAT I AM GOD: 



i T COME to Thee, my gracious God, 
X For grace to bow beneath Thy rod, 
To acquiesce in all Thy will, 
And learn the important word, " Be still." 

2 Thou know'st how wayward is my mind, 
Whilst all Thy ways are good and kind ; 
Oh ! make me love Thy holy will, 

And teach Thy servant " To be still" 

3 Thou seest my feeble frame oppfest, 
In vain my spirit sighs for rest ; 
But, Lord, perform Thy holy will, 
And bid Thy servant " To be still." 



GOD IS LOVE. 
Written when the Author was more than Eighty years of age. 

i \ "X TITH doubts, and cares, and fears opprest, 
V V Man's wayward thoughts desponding rove ; 
Where shall the troubled soul find rest ? 
O fly to God, for God is love. 

2 When bowed beneath afflictions sent 

Thy frequent wanderings to reprove, 
Hail them as Heaven's kind mercies, meant 
For thy soul's good, for God is love. 

3 When sinful pangs thy soul annoy, 

With tears and prayers God's mercy prove; 
From Him seek pardon, peace and joy, 
Seek, thou shalt find, for God is love. 
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4 In Jesus hear his mercy speak; 

Hear Him who reigns in Heaven above ; 
From Heaven he came the lost to seek ; 
Jesus is God, and God is love. 

5 Trust, trust in Him ; for thee He died ; 

By works of love thy faith approve ; 
So shall thy soul in peace abide, 
And know, and feel, that God is love. 

6 Thus may I live, thus let me die, 

That when the summons calls " remove,'* 
My soul redeemed, to Heaven may fly, 
' To sing with saints, our God is love. 

Lord Teignmouth. 



ON THE DEATH OF A CHRISTIAN. 

REJOICE for a brother deceased, 
Our loss is his infinite gain ! 
A soul out of prison released, 

And freed from its bodily chain. 
With songs let us follow his flight, 

And mount with his spirit above, 
Escap'd to the mansions of light, 
And lodg'd in the Eden of love. 

Our brother the haven hath gain'd, 

Out-flying the tempest and wind ; 
His rest he hath sooner obtain'd, 

And left his companions behind — 
Still toss'd on a sea of distress, 

Hard toiling to make the blest shore, 
Where all is assurance and peace, 

And sorrow and sin are no more. 
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3 There all the ship's company meet, 
Who saiFd with the Saviour beneath, 
Rejoicing, each other they greet, 

And triumph o'er trouble and death. 
The voyage of life's at an end, 
The mortal affliction is past, 
The age that in Heaven they spend, 
For ever and ever shall last. 

C. Wesley. 

CHRISTIAN LOVE. 

i T T OW sweet, how heavenly is the sight, 
XTL When those that love the Lord, 
In one another's peace delight, 
And thus fulfil His word. 

2 When each can feel his brother's sigh, 

And with him bear a part ; 
When sorrow flows from eye to eye, 
And joy from heart to heart. 

3 When free from envy, scorn, and pride, 

Our wishes all above, 
Each can his brother's failings hide, 
And show a brother's love. 

4 When love, in one delightful stream, 

Through every bosom flows ; 
And union sweet, with dear esteem, 
In every action glows. 

5 Love is the golden chain that binds 

The happy souls above ; 
And he's an heir of Heaven, that finds 
His bosom glow with love. 

Swaim 
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'ABIDE WITH US, FOR IT IS TOWARD EVENING, 
AND THE DAY IS FAR SPENT."— LUKE XXIV. 29. 

i "VT AY, be entreated to abide, 
IN We love to hear Thy word. 
Why should Thy footsteps turn aside ? 
We crave Thy presence, Lord. 

2 How did our hearts within us burn, 

While listening to Thy voice ! 
Abide with us that we may learn, 
To know Thee and rejoice. 

3 Abide with us — when slumbers deep 

Have bow'd each weary head, 
And through the helpless hours of sleep 
Encamp around pur bed. 

4 O stay, the day of life may close 

Ere yet we are aware ; 
We dare not meet its parting throes 
Without Thy sheltering care. 

5 Abide with us, the day of grace 

Has long around us shone ; 
Quicken us in the heavenly race, 
Ere yet its rays be gone. 

6 Abide with us, each wandering thought, 

Each vain desire restrain, 
And be these hearts that Thou hast bought 
Surrendered to Thy reign. 

7 W T hen, in the hidings of Thy face, 

We deem ourselves forgot, 
Be near with Thy sustaining grace, 
Although we know it not. 
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8 Bestow a loving, trustful heart, 

To all Thy will resigned ; 
And to our waiting souls impart 
Thy meek and lowly mind. 

9 Abide with us, in every need 

Do what Thou seest good, 
And condescend our souls to feed 
With most convenient food. 

10 And O, to every trembling heart, 

That faints Thy light to see, 
Do Thou the grain of faith impart, 
To cry, Remember me. 

1 1 Abide with us 4 and be our Bread, 

•Our Hope, our Life, our Light, 

Our Rock, our all-sufficient Head, 

Our Righteousness and Might. 

1 2 Abide with us, and be our Stay, 

Our strong Deliverer be, 
Till through one everlasting day, 
We shall abide with Thee. 

e. n. a 



THE STAR OF BETHLEHEM.— MATT. II. 2. 

i ORIGHTEST and best of the sons of the 
13 morning, 

Dawn on our darkness, and lend us thine aid ! 
Star of the east, the horizon adorning, 
Guide where our infant Redeemer is laid. 
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Cold on His cradle the dew-drops are shining; 

Low lies His bed with the beasts of the stall ; 
Angels adore Him, in slumber reclining, 

Maker, and Monarch, and Saviour of all ! 

Say, shall we yield Him, in costly devotion, 
Odours of Eden, and offerings divine ? 

Gems of the mountain, and'pearls from the ocean, 
Myrrh from the forest, and gold from the mine ? 

Vainly we offer each ample oblation, 
Vainly with gold would His favour secure ; 

Richer by far is the heart's adoration, 
Dearer to God are the prayers of the poor. 

Brightest and best of the sons of the morning, 
Dawn on our darkness, and lend us thine aid ; 

Star of the east, the horizon adorning, 
Guide where our infant Redeemer is laid. 

Bishop Heber, 



I WILL TRUST AND NOT BE AFRAID." 

i DEGONE unbelief, 
JD My Saviour is near, 
And for my relief 

Will surely appear ; 
By prayer let me wrestle, 

And He will perform ; 
With Christ in the vessel, 

I smile at the storm. 
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2 Though dark be my way, 

Since He is my Guide, 
'Tis mine to obey, 

'Tis His to provide ; 
Though cisterns be broken, 

And creatures all fail, 
The word He has spoken 

Shall surely prevail. 

3 His love in time past 

Forbids me to think 
Hell leave me at last 

In trouble to sink ; 
Each sweet Ebenezer 

I have in review, 
Confirms His good pleasure, 

To help me quite through. 

4 Determine to save, 

He watch'd o'er my path, 
When, Satan's blind slave, 

I sported with death ; 
And can He have taught me 

To trust in His name, 
And thus far have brought me 

To put me to shame ? 

5 Why should I complain 

Of want or distress, 
Temptation or pain ? 

He told me no less. 
The heirs of salvation 

Accepting the word, 
Through much tribulation 

Must follow their Lord. 
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6 How bitter that cup, 

No heart can conceive, 
Which He drank quite up, 

That sinners might live ; 
His way was much rougher 

And darker than mine ; 
Did Jesus thus suffer, 

And shall I repine ? 

7 Since all that I meet 

Shall work for my good, 
The bitter is sweet, 

The med'cine is food ; 
Though painful at present, 

'Twill cease before long, 
And then, O ! how pleasant 

The conqueror's song.* 

Newton. 



THE ROCK OF AGES. 

ROCK of Ages, cleft for me, 
Let me hide myself in Thee ! 
Let the water and the blood, 
From Thy riven side which flowed, 
Be of sin the double cure, 
Cleanse me from its guilt and power. 

Not the labour of my hands 
Can fulfil Thy law's demands ; 
Could my zeal no respite know, 
Could my tears for ever flow, 
All for sin could not atone, 
Thou must save, and Thou alone. 

• Romans viii. 37. 
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Nothing in my hand I bring ; 
Simply to Thy cross I cling ; 
Naked, come to Thee for dress ; 
Helpless, look to Thee for grace ; 
Foul, I to the Fountain fly, 
Wash me, Saviour, or I die ! 

While I draw this fleeting breath, 
When my eyelids close in death ; 
When I soar to worlds unknown, 
See Thee on Thy judgment throne ; 
Rock of Ages, cleft for me, 
Let me hide myself in Thee ! 

Toplady. 



THE BELIEVER'S SAFETY.— PSALM ATI. 

i T NCARNATE God! the soul that knows 
JL Thy name's mysterious power, 
Shall dwell in undisturbed repose, 
Nor fear the trying hour. 

2 Thy wisdom, faithfulness, and love, 

To feeble, helpless worms, 

A buckler and a refuge prove, 

From enemies and storms. 

3 In vain the fowler spreads his net, 

To draw them from Thy care ; 
Thy timely call instructs their feet 
To shun the artful snare. 

4 When, like a baneful pestilence, 

Sin mows its thousands down 
On every side without defence, 
Thy grace secures Thine own. 
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5 No midnight terrors haunt their bed, 

No arrows wound by day ; 
Unhurt on serpents they shall tread, 
If found in duty's way. 

6 Angels unseen attend the saints, 

And bear them in their arms, 
To cheer the spirit when it faints, 
And guard their life from harms. 

7 The angels' Lord himself is nigh, 

To them that love His name, 
Ready to save them when they cry, 
And put their foes to shame. 

8 Crosses and changes are their lot, 

Long as they sojourn here ; 
But since their Saviour changes not, 
What have the saints to fear ? 

Newton, 



HYMN. 

FROM Greenland's icy mountains, 
From India's coral strand, 
Where Afric's sunny fountains 

Roll down their golden sand ; 
From many an ancient river, 
From many a palmy plain, 
They call us to deliver 
Their land from error's chain. 

What though the spicy breezes 
Blow soft o'er Ceylon's isle, 

Though every prospect pleases, 
And only man is vile ! 
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In vain, with lavish kindness, 
The gifts of God are strewn, 

The heathen, in his blindness, 
Bows down to wood and stone. 

Shall we, whose souls are lighted 

With wisdom from on high, 
Shall we to man benighted 

The lamp of life deny ? 
Salvation ! O, salvation ! 

The joyful sound proclaim, 
Till each remotest nation 

Has learnt Messiah's name. 

Waft, waft, ye winds, His story, 

And you, ye waters, roll, 
Till, like a sea of glory, 

It spreads from pole to pole; 
Till o'er our ransomed nature, 

The Lamb for sinners slain, 
Redeemer, King, Creator, 

In bliss returns to reign. 



Bishop Heber. 



TO A DYING CHILD. 



' Suffer the little children to come unto me, and forbid them not, for 
of such is the kingdom of God." — MARK X. 14. 

1 TAEPART, my child! the Lord thy spirit calls 
-L/ To leave a world of woe ; 
Sad on my heart the heavenly summons falls ; 
Yet since He wills it so, 
T calm the rising agitation, 
And say, with humble resignation, 

Depart, my child ! 
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2 Depart, my child ! lent for a little while, 

Our drooping hearts to cheer ; 
Dear is thy loving voice, thy gentle smile, 
Ah ! who can tell how dear ? 
The sands are run — too quickly falling, • 
The Giver comes — His own recalling, 

Depart, my child ! 

3 Depart, my child ! enjoy in Heaven's pure day, 

What earth must still deny, 
Here many a storm awaits thy longer way, 
And many a tear thine eye ; 
Go, where the flowers have never faded, 
Where love may smile unchilied, unshaded, 

Depart, my child ! 

4 Depart, my child ! soon shall we meet again 

In the good land of rest : 
Thou goest, happy one, ere grief or pain 
Have reached thy gentle breast ; 
Happy, our thorny path forsaking, 
From life's vain dream so early waking, 

Depart, my child ! 

5 Depart, my child ! angels are bending down, 

To set thy spirit free ; 
The Saviour holds in Heaven the golden crown 
He won on earth for thee. 
Yes ! now in Him thou art victorious, 
Go, share His rest, and triumph glorious ! 

Depart, my child ! 

Gottifried Hoffmann, from "Hymmfrom 
the Land of Luther? 
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"AND NOW, LORD, WHAT WAIT I FORI MY 
HOPE IS IN THEE."— PSALM XXXIX. 7. 

i A BIDE with me; fast falls the eventide, 
l\ The darkness deepens ; Lord, with me abide ; 
When other helpers fail, and comforts flee, 
Help of the helpless, abide with me. 

2 Swift to its close ebbs out life's little day ; 
Earth's joys grow dim, its glories pass away ; 
Change and decay in all around I see ; 

Thou who changest not, abide with me. 

3 Not a brief glance, I beg, a passing word ; 
But as Thou dweli'st with Thy disciples, Lord, 
Familiar, condescending, patient, free, 
Come, not to sojourn, but abide with me. 

4 Thou on my head in early youth did'st smile ; 
And though rebellious and perverse meanwhile, 
Thou hast not left me, oft as I left Thee ! 

On to the close, O Lord, abide with me. 

5 I need Thy presence every passing hour ; 
What but Thy grace can foil the tempter's power ? 
Who like Thyself my guide and stay can be ? 
Through cloud and sunshine, O abide with me. 

6 I fear no foe, with Thee at hand to bless : 
Ills have no weight, and tears no bitterness ; 
Where is death's sting ? where, grave, thy victory ? 

1 triumph still, if Thou abide with me. 

Lyte. 
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44 THE LORD WILL PROVIDE:*— GEN. XXII. 8. 

i '"PHOUGH troubles assail, 
JL And dangers affright, 
Though friends should all fail, 

And foes all unite ; 
Yet one thing secures us, 

Whatever betide 
The Scripture assures us, 
The Lord will provide. 

2 The birds without barn 

Or storehouse are fed, 
From them let us learn 

To trust for our bread ; 
His saints what is fitting 

Shall ne'er be denied, 
So long as 'tis written, 

The Lord will provide. 

3 We may, like the ships, 

By tempests be tost 
On perilous deeps, 

But cannot be lost ; 
Though Satan enrages 

The wind and the tide, 
The promise engages 

The Lord will provide. 

4 His call we obey 

Like Abraham of old, 
Not knowing our way, 

But faith makes us bold ; 
For, though we are strangers, 

We have a good guide, 
And trust in all dangers, 

The Lord will provide. 
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5 When Satan appears, 

To stop up our path 
And fill us with fears, [ 

We triumph by faith ; 
He cannot take from us, 

Though oft he has tried, 
This heart-cheering promise, 

The Lord will provide. 

6 He tells us we're weak, j 

Our hope is in vain, j 

The good that we seek 

We ne'er shall obtain ; 
But when such suggestions 

Our spirits have tried, 
This answers all questions, 

The Lord will provide. 

7 No strength of our own 

Or goodness we claim ; 
Yet, since we have known 

The Saviour's great name, , 

In this our strong tower i 

For safety we hide, ' 

The Lord is our power, j 

The Lord will provide. i 

8 When life sinks apace, 

And death is in view, 
The word of His grace ' 

Shall comfort us through ; 
Though tempests may lower, 

With Christ on our side, 
E'en in death's darkest hour | 

Our God will provide. 



i 



Xewton. 
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"STAYED ON GOD."— ISA/AH XXVI. 3. 

i HP HE simple trust that can confide 
X All troubles to the Lord, 
And ask for nothing else, beside 
The warrant of His word ; 

2 That no desire beyond it knows, 

No " sign or wonder" craves, 
This is the trust that peace bestows ! 
And this the faith that saves. 

3 Thus ever on through life we find 

To trust, O Lord, is best ; 
Who " serve Thee with a quiet mind," 
Find in Thy service rest. 

4 Our outward troubles may not cease, 

But this our joy shall be ; 
Thou wilt keep him in perfect peace, 
Whose mind is stayed on Thee. 

J. $. M onset 7. 



PROVERBS III. 5, 6. 

CHRISTIAN, whatsoever ail thee, 
Confidently trust thy Lord, 
He will not be found to fail thee, 

Who guides the Heavens by His word. 
From His promise comfort borrow, 

Wherefore faints thy fearful heart ? 
For He knows thy every sorrow, 
And His love shall not depart. 
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2 Truly hating thy transgressions, 

Hasten to the throne of grace, 
Thou shalt see their full remission, 

In thy blessed Saviour's face, 
And thy God Himself has bidden 

All thy care to Him to leave ; 
Nothing from His eye is hidden, 

Which thy trembling heart can grieve. 

3 Simply in thy God confiding, 

Yield thyself to all His will : 
Wilt thou trust thy own self-guiding, 

Or His never-erring skill ? 
He knows every thing that grieves thee, 

Every moment's bitterness ; 
What thy Father's wisdom gives thee 

Shall be for thy happiness. 

4 He counts thy tears, — and thy petition 

He will willingly accord, 
When He sees it right and fitting; 

Wait in patience for thy Lord. 
Good is whatsoe'er He sendeth ; 

Hope, and be thou undismayed ; 
When thy "light affliction" endeth 

Bloom the joys that ne'er shall fade. 

5 In the gloomy hour of sadness, 

Act the Christian's steadfast part, 
Calmly wait the promised gladness, 

Let this hope sustain thy heart. 
Take the precious consolation, 

Strong in faith thy soul shall stand, 
Who shall rob thee of salvation 

Granted thee by God's own hand ? 



213 

6 In the tender arms that fold thee 

Sweetly rest thy anxious heart, 
Think what power and love uphold thee 

Which shall never more depart ! 
For the Lord will change thy mourning 

To an everlasting song, 
All thy tears to praises turning : 

Wait, — although He tarry long. 

7 Faithful one ! what joys surround thee, 

Oh, how great is thy reward, 
Say, what blessed hand has crowned thee ? 

'Tis thy Saviour, Christ the Lord ! 
To thy short-lived tribulation 

Shall succeed a glorious day. 
Every sound of lamentation 

Heartfelt praise shall chase away. 

From the German o/C. F. Neander* 



"HOLD THOU ME UP AND I SHALL BE SAFE> 

Written during Illness. 
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THOU afflicted! listen—hear 
The message of thy Father's love, 
Dark may thy onward way appear, 
But, " I am with thee," saith thy God. 



2 Though round thy head the billows roll, 

Why should'st thou trembling sink dismay'd? 
All — ail is under His control, 
"Tis I," He saith, "be not afraid." 
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3 " Now is the time in which I come 

From earthly bonds to set thee free, 
That thou ma/st sooner reach thy home, 
And walk yet closer still with Me. 

4 " Now is the time when, I renew 

My covenant of love with thee, 
To show thee what thy Lord can do, 
For thou art precious still to Me. 

5 " Come, then, and all my love enjoy, 

Come, then, and all my mercy share, 
Be holy praise thy sweet employ, 
And breathe to Me thy every care. 

6 " My grace shall all thy need supply, 

For I am touched with all thy grief; 
Though friends nor earthly help be nigh, 
Yet I will bring thee sweet relief. 

7 " And I will soothe thy bed of pain, 

And I thy suffering couch will cheer, ' 
For ever with thee still the same, 
Thy present Saviour ever near. 

8 " Soon shall the night of sorrow spend, 

Soon shall thy pain and trouble cease, 
Then, whether life or death I send, 
In Me, thy God, thou shalt have peace." 

M. B. 

THE LORD OUR GUIDE. 

l /"^ UIDE me, O Thou great Jehovah, 
VX Pilgrim, through this barren land ; 
I am weak but Thou art mighty, 
Hold me with Thy powerful hand. 
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2 Open, Lord, the sacred fountain. 

Whence the healing streams do flow ; 
Let the fiery cloudy pillar 
Lead me all my journey through. 

3 When I tread the verge of Jordan, 

Bid my anxious fears subside ; 
Death and Satan's mighty victor, 
Land me safe on Canaan's side. 

William Williams. 

"BUT NOW THEY DESIRE A BETTER COUNTRY, 
THAT IS, AN HEAVENLY."— HEB. XI. x6. 

i AA/E have no home but Heaven; — a pilgrim's 
V V garb we wear ; 
Our path is marked by changes, and strewed 

with many a care; 
Surrounded with temptation, by varied ills 

oppress'd, 
Each day's experience warns us, that this is not 
our rest. 

2 We have no home but Heaven; then wherefore 

seek one here ? 
Why murmur at privation, or grieve when 

trouble's near? 
It is but for a season, that we as strangers roam, 
And strangers must not look for the comforts of 

a home. 

3 We have no home but Heaven; we want no 

home beside! 
O God, our Friend and Father, our footsteps 

thither guide ; 
Unfold to us its glory, prepare us for its joy, 
Its pure and perfect friendship, its angel -like 

employ. 
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4 We have a home in Heaven; — how cheering is 

the thought ! 
How bright the expectation which God Himself 

has taught ! 
With eager hearts we hasten the promised bliss 

to share ; 
In earnest through redeeming love to find an 

entrance there. 

From "Hymns for the Church on Earth? 



CONTENTMENT. 

i T^IERCE passions discompose the mind, 
JT As tempests vex the sea ; 
But calm content and peace we find, 
When, Lord, we turn to Thee. 

2 In vain by reason and by rule, 

We try to bend the will ; 
For none but in the Saviour's school, 
Can learn the heavenly skill. 

3 Since at His feet my soul has sat, 

His gracious words to hear, 
Contented with my present state, 
I cast on Him my care. 

4 "Art thou a sinner, soul?" He said; 

" Then how can'st thou complain ? 
How light thy troubles here, if weighed 
With everlasting pain ! 

5 " If thou of murmuring would'st be cured, 

Compare thy griefs with mine ; 
Think what my love for thee endured, 
And thou wilt not repine. 
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6 " 'Tis I appoint thy daily lot, 

And I do all things well ; 
Thou soon shalt leave this distant spot 
And rise with Me to dwell. 

7 " In life my grace shall strength supply, 

Proportioned to thy day ; 
At death thou still shalt find Me nigh, 
To wipe thy tears away." 

8 Thus I who once my weary days 

In vain repining spent, 
Taught in my Saviour's school of grace, 
Have learned to be content. 

Cowper, 

ISRAEL'S JOURNEV. 

i QAVIOUR, through the desert lead us ; 
O Without Thee we cannot go ; 
Thou from cruel chains hast freed us ; 
Thou hast laid the tyrant low, 

Let Thy presence, 
Cheer us all our journey through. 

2 With a price Thy love has bought us, 

Saviour, what a love is Thine ! 
Hitherto Thy power has brought us, 
Power and love in Thee combine ! 

Lord of glory, 
Ever on Thine Israel shine. 

3 Through a desert waste and cheerless, 

Though our destined journey lie, 
Rendered by Thy presence fearless, 
We may every foe defy, 

Nought shall move us 
While we see our Saviour nigh. 
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4 When we halt, no track discovering, 

Fearful lest we go astray, 
O'er our path Thy pillar hovering 
Fire by night, and cloud by day, 

Shall direct us : 
Thus we shall not miss our way. 

5 When we hunger Thou wilt feed us, 

Manna shall our camp surround, 
Faint and thirsty Thou wilt lead us, 
Streams shall from the rock abound,, 

Happy Israel, 
What a Saviour thou hast found ! 

6 When our foes in arms assemble, 

Ready to obstruct our way, 
Suddenly their hearts shall tremble, 
Thou wilt strike them with dismay ; 

And Thy people 
Led by Thee shall win the day. 

7 Then lead on, Almighty Victor, 

Scatter every hostile band ; 
Be our Guide and our Protector, 
Till on Canaan's shores we stand : 

Shouts of victory 
Then shall fill the promised land. 

Kelly. 

RETURN, O LORD, HOW LONG? 

I T3 ETURN to bless my waiting eyes, 

Xv And cheer my mourning heart, O Lord,. 
Without Thee all beneath the skies 
No real pleasure can afford, 
k 
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2 When Thy lovM presence meets my sight, 

It softens care and sweetens toil ; 

The sun shines forth with double light, 

The whole creation wears a smile. 

3 Upon Thine arm I love to rest, 

Thy gracious voice forbids my fear, 
No storms disturb my peaceful breast, 
No foes assault when Thou art near. 

4 But ah ! since Thou hast been away, 

Nothing but trouble have I known, 
And Satan marks me for his prey, 
Because he sees me left alone. 

5 My sun is hid, my comforts lost, 

My graces droop, my sins revive, 
Distress'd, dismayM, and tempest-toss'd, 
My soul is only just alive ! 

6 Lord, hear my cry, and come again ! 

Put all mine enemies to shame ; 
And let them see 'tis not in vain 
That I have trusted in Thy name. 

Newton* 

"BUT THE WORD IS VERY NIGH THEE, IN THY 
MOUTH, AND IN THY HEART, THAT THOU 
MAY EST DO IT."—DEU7. XXX. 14. 

i CAY not, that law divine 
O Is hidden from Thee, or afar removed, 
That law within would shine 

If there its glorious light were sought and lov'd. 

2 Soar not on high, 

Nor ask who thence shall bring it down to earth ; 
That vaulted sky 
Hath no sifch star,did'st thou but know its worth. 
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3 Xor launch thy bark, 

In search thereof, upon a shoreless sea ; 
Which has no ark, 
No dove to bring this olive-branch to thee. 

4 Then do not roam 

In search of that which wandering cannot win, 
At home, at home, 
That word is placed, thy mouth, thy heart, 
within. 

5 O seek it there, 

Turn to its teaching with devoted will 
Watch unto prayer, 
And in the power of faith, this law fulfil. 

Bernard Barton. 

"0, THE DEPTH OF THE RICHES, BOTH OF THE 
WISDOM AND KNOWLEDGE OF GOD I HOW 
UNSEARCHABLE ARE HIS JUDGMENTS, AND 
HIS WAYS PAST FINDING OUT."— ROM. XI. 33. 

i nHHO* unsearchable God's judgments, 
X And His ways past finding out ; 
Tho' no cheering gleam enlighten 

The darkness that is round about ; 
Yet shalt thou own another day, 
How wise and good this painful way. 

2 Shall I only offer praises 

When God's wisdom I can see ? 
When He shows His gracious purpose, 

Is not that a gift to me ? 
He sins who idly weeps and sighs 
For light which God to him denies. 
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3 Shall the Father change the lesson 

Which the child is slow to learn ? 
Or withhold the hidden blessing 

Which the blind cannot discern ? 
Trust the Lord, and thou shalt know 
Hereafter what thou knowest not now. 

4 Shall His government be ordered 

According to thy erring will ? 
Shall an all-wise, gracious Sovereign, 

Only thy desires fulfil ? 
Well for us, if He refuse 
What our foolish hearts would choose. 

5 In my earthly pilgrimage, 

May content my portion be ; 
In my heavenly heritage 

Boundless joys are kept for me, 
For the promised bliss I wait, 
Though the road be steep and strait. 

6 Faint not, tho* the way be thorny, 

Thou immortal child of light ; 
Soon thy tears shall turn to praises, 

Endless day succeed to night. 
All the Lord's designs toward thee 
Perfectly thou then shalt see. 

From the Gentian of J. A. Cramer. 



NOT LOST, BUT GONE BEFORE. 

SAY, why should friendship grieve for those, 
Who safe arrive on Canaan's shore ! 
Released from all their hurtful foes, 
They are not lost — but gone before. 



k 
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2 How many painful days on earth 

Their fainting spirits numbered o'er ! 
Now they enjoy a heavenly birth, 
They are not lost — but gone before. 

3 Secure from every mortal care, 

By sin and sorrow vexed no more, 
Eternal happiness they share, 
Who are not lost — but gone before. 

4 To Zion's peaceful courts above, 

In faith triumphant may we soar, 
Embracing in the arms of love 
The friends not lost — but gone before. 

5 On Jordan's bank whene'er we come 

And hear the swelling waters roar, 
Jesus, convey us safely home, 
To friends not lost — but gone before. 

" Sacred Poetry? ist Series. 

WAITING. 
" Mine hour is not yet come."— JOHN II. 4. 

i " T ESUS' hour is not yet come," 
J Let this word thine answer be, 
Pilgrim, asking for thy home, 

Longing to be blest and free. 
Yet a season tarry on, 
Nobly borne, is nobly done. 

2 While oppressing cares and fears, 
Night and day no respite leave, 
Still prolonged through many years, 

None to help thee or relieve ; 
Hold the word of promise fast, 
Till deliverance comes at last. 
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3 Every creature-hope and trust, 

Every earthly prop and stay, 
May lie prostrate in the dust, 

May have failed or passed away ; 
Then when darkest falls the night, 
Jesus comes, and all is light. 

4 Yes, the Comforter draws nigh 

To the breaking, bursting heart, 
For, with tender sympathy, 

He has seen and felt its smart : 
Through its darkest hours of ill, 
He is waiting, watching still. 

5 Dost thou ask, When comes His hour? 

Then, when it shall aid thee best, 
Trust His faithfulness and power, 

Trust in Him and quiet rest. 
Suffer on, and hope, and wait, 
Jesus never comes too late. 

6 Blessed day, which hastens fast 

End of conflict and of sin ! 
Death itself shall die at last, 

Heaven's eternal joys begin. 
Then eternity shall prove, 
God is Light, and God is Love. 

Spitta, 

From {< Hymns from the Land of Luther" 



"Z AM THE LORD THAT HEALETH TZZEE."- 

EXODUS XV. 26. 

i A MID the scenes of grief and care, 
l\ That mar my earthly bliss, 
How sweet to feel that God is near, 
Tosu ccour and to bless ! 



II 



M 
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2 He speaks, and lo ! each fear subsides, 

And all is peace within ; 
'Tis He my wandering footsteps guides, 
And guards my soul from sin. 

3 Whate'er I do, where'er I go, 

He still is ever near, 
He heals each wound, He soothes each woe, 
And wipes away each tear. 

4 Then shall I, Lord, distrust Thy love, 

Can I so faithless be ? 
O," rather may each action prove 
A heart that clings to Thee ! 

5 When earthly pleasures cease to charm, 

And all around seems drear ; 

Safe may I rest upon Thine arm, 

And feel Thy presence near. 

6 When choicest blessings from above, 

Around my pathway fall ; 
O may Thy mercy and Thy love, 
Add sweetness to them all. 

7 In every joy, in every care, 

May I Thy goodness see, 
And humbly seek in fervent prayer, 
A blessing, Lord, from Thee. 

M.B. 

ON WORSHIP. 

I T ET deepest silence all around 
JLrf Its peaceful shelter spread ; 
So shall that living word abound, 
That word that wakes the dead. 
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2 How sweet to wait upon the Lord, 

In stillness and in prayer ! 
What though no preacher speak the word, 
A minister is there. 

3 A minister of wondrous skill 

True graces to impart ; 
He teaches all the Father's will, 
And preaches to the heart. 

4 He dissipates the coward's fears, 

And bids the coldest glow ; 
He speaks ; and lo ! the softest tears 
Of deep contrition flow. 

5 He knows to bend the heart of steel, 

He bows the loftiest soul ; 
O'er all we think and all we feel, 
How matchless His control. 

6 And Oh ! how precious is His love 

In tenderest touches given ; 
It whispers of the bliss above, 
And stays the soul on Heaven. 

7 From mind to mind, in streams of joy, 

The holy influence spreads ; 
'Tis peace, 'tis praise, without alloy, 
For God that influence sheds. 

8 'Twas thus, where God Himself is known 

To shine without a cloud, 
The angel myriads round His throne, 
In solemn silence bow'd. 

Q 



226 

9 And all were still and silent long, 
Nor dared one note to raise, 
Till burst the vast ecstatic song, 
And Heaven was filled with praise. 

y. J. Gurney. 

PRAISE. 

i A 1 THEN all Thy mercies, O my God, 
V V My rising soul surveys ; 
Transported with the view, I'm lost 
In wonder, love, and praise. 

2 O ! how shall words with equal warmth, 

The gratitude declare, 
That glows within my ravish'd heart ! 
But Thou canst read it there. 

3 Unnumbered comforts to my soul, 

Thy tender care bestowed, 
Before my infant heart conceived 
From whence those comforts flowed. 

4 When in the slippery paths of youth, 

With heedless steps I ran, 
Thine arm, unseen, conveyea me safe 
And led me up to man. 

5 Through hidden dangers, toils, and death, 

It gently clear'd my way ; 
And through the pleasing snares of vice 
More to be fearM than they. 

6 When worn with sickness, oft hast Thou, 

With health renews my face ; 
And when in sins and sorrows sunk, 
Revived my soul with grace. 
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7 Ten thousand, thousand precious gifts, 

My daily thanks employ ; 
Nor is the least a cheerful heart, 
That tastes those gifts with joy. 

8 Through all eternity to Thee, 

A joyful song I'll raise, 

But, O ! eternity's too short, 

To utter all Thy praise. 



Addison. 



PRAYER ANSWERED BY CROSSES. 

i T ASK'D the Lord that I might grow 
Jl In faith, and love, and every grace ; 
Might more of His salvation know, 
And seek more earnestly His face. 

2 'Twas He who taught me thus to pray, 

And He, I trust, has answered prayer ; 
But it has been in such a way, 
As almost drove me to despair. 

3 I hop'd that in some favour'd hour, 

At once He'd answer my request, 

And by His love's constraining power, 

Subdue my sins and give me rest. 

4 Instead of this, He made me feel 

The hidden evils of my heart, 
And let the angry powers of hell, 
Assault my soul in every part. 

5 Yea, more, with His own hand He seem'd 

Intent to aggravate my woe ; 
Cross'd all the fair designs I schem'd, 
Blasted my gourds, and laid me low. 
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6 " Lord, why is this ? " I trembling cried, 

" Wilt Thou pursue Thy worm to death?* 
" 'Tis in this way," the Lord replied, 
" I answer prayer for grace and faith. 

7 " These inward trials I employ, 

From self and pride to set thee free, 
And break thy schemes of earthly joy, 
That thou ma/st seek thy all in me." 

Newton. 



TEMPTA TION. 

i HP HE billows swell, the winds are high, 
A Clouds overcast my wintry sky ^ 
Out of the depths to Thee I call, — 
My fears are great, my strength is small. 

2 O Lord, the pilot's part perform, 

And guide and guard me through the storm ; 
Defend me from each threatening ill, 
Control the waves, — say, " Peace, be still." 

3 Amidst the roaring of the sea, 

My soul still hangs her hope on Thee ; 
Thy constant love, Thy faithful care, 
Is all that saves me from despair. 

4 Dangers of every shape and name, 
Attend the followers of the Lamb ; 
Who leave the world's deceitful shore, 
And leave it to return no more. 

5 Though tempest-tossed and half a wreck, 
My Saviour through the floods I seek, 
Let neither winds nor stormy main 
Force back my shattered bark again. 

Cowper* 
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EVER PRAYING. 

1 T N this world of conflict straying, 
x. Wheresoe'er my lot may be ! 
Ever watchful, ever praying, 

Ever praying, Lord ! to Thee. 
In Thy sacred temple hear me, 

When in penitence I bend ; 
Through the silent night be near me, 

When my sighs to Thee ascend. 
With the early songs of morning, 

Strains of gratitude arise ; 
At the evening's solemn warning, 

Prayer and praises seek the skies. 

2 On the mountain, by the river, 

Wheresoe'er Thy sun may shine ; 
Thine their glory, Thou the giver, 

All their beauty, Lord ! is Thine. 
Gazing on the midnight heaven, 

And the countless star-beams there ; 
Reverent thanks to Thee are given, 

Since Thou still regardest prayer. 

3 Silent thoughts for grace and blessing, 

Rise amid the din of men ; 
These — my fainting powers confessing, 

Thou alone canst give me then. 
When blest gleams of joy I borrow, 

'Tis Thy mercy cheers my soul ; 
In the hour of strife and sorrow, 

Thou their raging canst controL 

4 In the day of self-denial, 

In my fainting spirit's need; 
In the time of fiery trial,- 
Father! Saviour! hear and heed. 
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Living is not life without Thee, 

Thou my being and my breath — 
With Thy presence round about me, 

. I shall live with Thee in death ! 
In this world of conflict straying, 

Wheresoe'er my lot may be : 
Ever thankful, ever praying, 

Ever praying, Lord ! to Thee. 

P. M. James. 

ON THE DEATH OF AN INFANT. 
" Let me go : for the day breaketh." 

i " /"^EASE here longer to detain me, 
V^ Fondest mother, drown'd in woe ; 
Now thy kind caresses pain me, 
Morn advances — Let me go. 

2 " See yon orient streak appearing! 

Harbinger of endless day : 
Hark ! a voice the darkness cheering, 
Calls my new-born soul away ! 

3 " Lately launched a trembling stranger, 

On the world's wide boisterous flood, 
Pierc'd with sorrow, toss'd with danger, 
Gladly I return to God. 

4 "Now my cries shall cease to grieve thee, 

Now my trembling heart find rest : 
Kinder arms than thine receive me, 
Softer pillow than thy breast. 

5 " Weep not o'er these eyes that languish, 

Upward turning toward their Home ; 
Raptured they'll forget all anguish, 
While they wait to see thee come. 
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6 " There, my mother, pleasures centre, — 

Weeping, parting, care, or woe, 
Ne'er our Father's House shall enter — 
Morn advances — Let me go. 

7 " As through this calm, holy dawning, 

Silent glides my parting breath, 
To an everlasting Morning, — 
Gently close my eyes in death. 

8 " Blessings endless, richest blessings, 

Pour their streams upon thy heart ! 
(Though no language yet possessing,) 
Breathes my spirit e'er we part. 

9 " Yet to leave thee sorrowing rends me, 

Though again His voice I hear, 
Rise ! May every grace attend thee ! 
Rise ! and seek to meet me there." 

Richard Cecil. 

" WHOM HAVE I IN HEAVEN, BUT THEEV* 

GREAT All in All, Thou art my rest, my home, 
My way is tedious, and my steps are slow : 
Reach forth Thy helpful hand, or bid me come ; 

I am Thy child, O teach Thy child to go : 
Conjoin Thy sweet commands to my desire, 
And I will venture, though I fall or tire. 

Quarks. 

LAST WORDS OF SAMUEL RUTHERFORD. 
Glory — glory dwelleth in Immanuel's land. 

I * I "HE sands of time are sinking, 
-L The dawn of Heaven breaks, 
The summer morn I've sighed for, 
The fair sweet morn awakes : 
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Dark, dark hath been the midnight, 
But day-spring is at hand. 

And glory — glory dwelleth 
In ImmanuePs land. 

2 Oh ! well it is for ever, 

Oh ! well for evermore — 
My nest hung in no forest 

Of all this death-doomed shore : 
Yea, let the vain world vanish, 

As from the ship the strand, 
While glory — glory dwelleth 

In Immanuel's land. 

3 There the Red Rose of Sharon 

Unfolds its heartsome bloom, 
And fills the air of Heaven 

With ravishing perfume : 
Oh ! to behold it blossom, 

While by its fragrance fann'd 
Where glory — glory dwelleth 

In Immanuel's land. 

4 The King there in His beauty, 

Without a veil is seen : 
It were a well-spent journey, 

Though seven deaths lay between : 
The Lamb, with His fair army, 

Doth on Mount Zion stand, 
And glory — glory dwelleth 

In Immanuers land. 

5 Oh ! Christ He is the fountain, 

The deep sweet well of love ! 
The streams on earth I've tasted, 
More deep I'll drink above : 
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There to an ocean fulness, 

His mercy doth expand, 
And glory — glory dwelleth 

In Immanuel's land. 

6 Oft in yon sea-beat prison 

My Lord and I held tryst : 
For Anworth was not Heaven, 

And preaching was not Christ ;— 
And aye, my murkiest storm-cloud 

Was by a rainbow spann'd, 
Caught from the glory dwelling 

In ImmanuePs land. 

7 But that He built a Heaven 

Of His surpassing love, 
A little New Jerusalem, 

Like to the one above, — 
" Lord, take me o'er the water," 

Had been my loud demand, 
" Take me to love's own country, 

Unto Immanuel's land." 

8 But flow*rs need night's cool darkness, 

The moonlight and the dew ; 
So Christ from one who loved it, 

His shining oft withdrew ; — 
And then for cause of absence 

My troubled soul I scann'd — 
But glory, shadeless, shineth 

In Immanuel's land. 

9 The little birds of Anworth, 

I used to count them blest, — 
Now, beside happier altars 
I go to build my nest : 



O'er these there broods no silence, 
No graves around them stand, 

For glory, deathless dweUeth 
In Immanuel's land. 

10 Fair Anworth, by the Solway, 

To me thou still art dear, 
E'en from the verge of Heaven, 

I drop for thee a tear. 
Oh 1 if one soul from Anworth 

Meet me at God's right hand, 
My Heaven will be two Heavens, 

In Immanuel's land. 

it I've wrestled on towards Heaven, 

'Gainst storm, and wind, and tide 
Now, like a weary traveller 

That leaneth on his guide, 
Amid the shades of evening, 

While sinks life's lingering sand, 
I hail the glory dawning 

From Immanuel's land. 

12 Deep waters cross'd life's pathway, 

The hedge of thorns was sharp ; 
Now, these lie all behind me — 

Oh ! for a well-tuned harp 1 
Oh ! to join Hallelujah 

With yon triumphant band, 
Who singj where glory dwelled), 

In Immanuel's land. 

13 With mercy and with judgment 

My web of time He wove, 
And aye, the dews of sorrow 
Were lustred with His love ;— 
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111 bless the hand that guided, 
I'll bless the heart that plann'd 

When throned where glory dwelleth, 
In Iminanuel's land. 

14 Soon shall the cup of glory 

Wash down earth's bitt'rest woes, 
Soon shall the desert briar 

Break into Eden's rose ; 
The curse shall change to blessing — 

The name on earth that's bann'd 
Be graven on the white stone 

In Immanuel's land. 

15 Oh! I am my Beloved's, 

And my Beloved is mine ! 
He brings a poor vile sinner 

Into His " house of wine : n 
I stand upon His merit, 

I know no safer stand, . 
Not e'en where glory dwelleth, 

In Immanuel's land. 

16 The bride eyes not her garment, 

But her dear bridegroom's face ; 
I will not gaze at glory, 

But on my King of Grace — 
Not at the crown He giveth, 

But on His pierced hand : — 
The Lamb is all the glory 

Of Immanuel's land. 

vj I have borne scorn and hatred, 
I have borne wrong and shame, 
Earth's proud ones have reproach'd me 
For Christ's thrice-blessed name : — 
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Where God's seals set the fairest 

They've stampt their foulest brand, 
But judgment shines like noon-day 

In Immanuel's land. 
18 They've summoned me before them, 

But there I may not come, — 
My Lord says, " Come up hither," 

My Lord says, " Welcome home !* 
My kingly King, at His white throne, 

My presence doth command, 
Where glory — glory dwelleth 

In Immanuers land. 

Anna Ross Cousins. 

<l MY SOUL THIRSTETH FOR GOD."— PSALM XLll. 2. 

1 HTTAKE my life, dear Lord, and use it ; 

X Wholly Thine, so let it be ! 
Filled each moment from Thy fulness ; 
Moulded, guided, ruled by Thee ! 

2 All the mingled, broken story 

Of the past Thou readest well : 
All the changeful shade and sunshine 
Of the future Thou canst tell. 

3 Glad and free with Thee I leave them, 

All my longings lost in one ; 
Higher, closer, nearer, draw me, 
To Thyself, till years are done. 

Hetty Bowman. 

THE LOST SHEEP. 

1 r T , HERE were ninety and nine that safely lay 
A In the shelter of the fold, 
And one was out on the hills away, 
Far off from the gates of. gold — 
Away on the mountains wild and bare, 
Away from the tender Shepherd's care. 
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2 Lord, Thou hast here Thy ninety and nine, 

Are they not enough for Thee ? 
But the Shepherd made answer, " This of mine 

Has wandered away from Me ; 
And altho' the road be rough and steep, 
I go to the desert to find my sheep." 

3 But none of the ransomed ever knew 

How deep were the waters crossed, 
Nor how dark the night that the Lord passed 
through, 

Ere He found His sheep that was lost. 
Out in the desert He heard its cry, 
Sick and helpless, and ready to die. 

4 And over the mountains thunder-riven, 

And up from the rocky steep, 
There rose a cry to the gates of Heaven, 

" Rejoice, I have found my sheep " — 
And the angels echoed around the throne, 
" Rejoice, for the Lord brings back His own." 

Clefihane. 

"HIS COMPASSIONS FAIL NOT; THEY ARE NEW 
EVERY MORNING."— LAM. III. aa, 23. 

1 "VTEW every morning is the love ' * 
IN Our wakening and uprising prove; 
Through sleep and darkness safely brought, * 
Restored to life, and power, and thought. 

2 New mercies, each returning day, 
Hover around us while we pray ; 
New perils past, new sins forgiven, 

New thoughts of God, new hopes of Heaven. 
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3 If on our daily coarse, oar mind 
Be set to hallow all ire find, 

New treasures still of countless price, 
God will provide for sacrifice. 

4 The trivial round, the common task, 
Will furnish all we need to ask. 
Room to deny ourselves, a road 

To bring us daily nearer God. 

5 Only, O Lord, in Thy dear love, 
Fit us for perfect rest above ; 
And help us, this and every day, 
To live more nearly as we pray. 

From "Hymns, Ancient and MocUrn." 



"f WILL LOVE THEE, O LORD MY STRENGTH. n — 

PSALM XVIII. x. 



THEE will I love, my strength, my tower ; 
Thee will I love, my joy, my crown; 
Thee will I love, with all my power, 
In all Thy works, and Thee alone : 
Thee will I love, till the pure fire 
Fills my whole soul with chaste desire. 

Ah, why did I so late Thee know, 
Thee, lovelier than the sons of men ! 

Ah, why did I no sooner go 
To Thee, the only ease in pain ! 

Ashamed I sigh, and inly mourn, 

That I so late to Thee did turn. 
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3 In darkness willingly I stra/d ; 

I sought Thee, yet from Thee I roved ; 
Far wide my wandering thoughts were spread ; 

Thy creatures more than Thee I loved : 
And now if more at length I see, 
'Tis through Thy light and comes from Thee. 

4 I thank Thee, uncreated Sun, 

That Thy bright beams on me have shined : 
I thank Thee, who hast overthrown 

My foes, and heaPd my wounded mind ; 
I thank Thee, whose enlivening voice 
Bids my freed* heart in Thee rejoice. 

5 Uphold me in the doubtful race, 

Nor suffer me again to stray ; 
Strengthen my feet with steady pace, 

Still to press forward in Thy way ; 
My soul and flesh, O Lord of might, 
Fill, satiate, with Thy heavenly light. 

6 Give to mine eyes refreshing tears ; 

Give to my heart chaste, hallow'd fires; 
Give to my soul, with filial fears, 

The love that all Heaven's host inspires ; 
That all my powers, with all their might, 
In Thy sole glory may unite. 

7 Thee will I love, my joy, my crown, 

Thee will I_love, my Lord, my God; 
Thee will I love beneath Thy frown, 

Or smile, — Thy sceptre, or Thy rod. 
What though my flesh and heart decay, 
Thee shall I love in endless day ! 

Wesley. 
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1=^2 CS S"* FAITH.*— HE*. XZA *. 



1 f*OME, O thoc Traveller unknown, 
V^ Whom. srHl I hold, but cannot see / 
Mr company before is gone, 

And I an left alone with Thee: 
With, thee all night I mean to stay. 
And wrestle till the break of day. 

2 I need not tell Thee who I am ; 
. Mr miserv and sin declare ; 
Thyself hast called me by name, 

Look on Thy hands, and read it there : 
Bat who, I ask Thee, who art Thou ? 
Tell me Thy name, and tell me now. 

3 In vain Thou struggles! to get free, 

I never will unloose my hold ! 
Art Thou the man that died for me ? 

The secret of Thy love unfold : 
Wrestling, I will not let Thee go, 
Till I Thy Name and Nature know. 

4 Wilt Thou not yet to me reveal 

Thy new, unutterable Name ? 
Tell me, I still beseech Thee, tell : 

To know it now, resolved I am : 
Wrestling, I will not let Thee go, 
Till I Thy Name, Thy Nature know. 

5 What though my shrinking flesh complain, 

And murmur to contend so long ? 
I rise superior to my pain : 

When I am weak, then I am strong! 
And when my all of strength shall fail, 
I shall with the God-man prevail. 
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6 Yield to me now, for I am weak, 

But confident in self-despair : 
Speak to my heart, in blessings speak, 

Be conquered by my instant prayer : 
Speak, or Thou never hence shalt move, 
And tell me if Thy Name is Love. 

7 Tis Love ! 'tis Love ! Thou died'st for me : 

I hear Thy whisper in my heart ! 
The morning breaks, the shadows flee, 

Pure, universal love Thou art : 
To me, to all, Thy bowels move, 
Thy Nature and Thy Name is Love. 

8 My prayer hath power with God : the grace 

Unspeakable I now receive; 
Through faith I see Thee face to face : 

I see Thee face to face and live ! 
In vain I have not wept and strove ; 
Thy Nature and Thy Name is Love. - 

9 Lknow Thee, Saviour, who Thou art, 

Jesus, the feeble sinner's friend : 
Nor wilt Thou with the night depart, 

But stay and love me to the end ; 
Thy mercies never shall remove ; 
Thy Nature and Thy Name is Love. 

io The Sun of Righteousness on me 

Hath rose, with healing in His wings'; 

Withered my nature's strength, from Thee, 
My soul its life and succour brings ; 

My help is all laid up above ; 

Thy Nature and Thy Name is Love. 
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1 1 Contented now upon my thigh 

I halt, till life's short journey end ; 
All helplessness, all weakness, I 

On Thee alone for strength depend ; 
Nor have I power from Thee to move, 
Thy Nature and Thy Name is Lovei 

1 2 Lame as I am, I take the prey, 

Hell, earth, and sin, with ease o'ercome, 
I leap for joy, pursue my way, 

And as a bounding hart fly home ; 
Through all Eternity to prove 
.Thy Nature and Thy Name is Love. 

Charles Wesley. 



INDEX. 



A pilgrim and a stranger 

A year in Heaven — one perfect year 

Abide with me ; fast falls the eventide 

All things are ours, — how abundant the treasure ! 

Amid life's wild commotion 

Amid the scenes of grief and care 

Around Bethesda's healing wave 

As the sun's enlivening eye 

As when a child, secure from harms 

As when the weary traveller gains 

Awake our souls, away our fears 

Be still, my soul ! the Lord is on thy side 

Because the Lord, my Saviour, has brought me from afar 

Begone unbelief 

Blest are the humble souls that see 

Breast the wave, Christian 

Brightest and best of the sons of the morning 

Brother, thou art gone before us 

By faith in Christ I walk with God 

By the poor widow's oil and meal 

Call Jehovah thy salvation 

"Cast thy bread upon the waters". . 

Cease thou from man — Oh what to thee 

Cease here longer to detain me 
Chosen, chosen, thou art chosen 
Christ, of all my hopes the ground 
Christian, seek not yet repose 
Christian, whatsoever ail thee 

Come let us join our cheerful songs 

Come, poor sinner, come to Jesus 

Come, thou long-expected Jesus 

Come, my soul, thy suit prepare 

Come, O thou Traveller unknown 

Comfort take, thou child of sorrow . . 

Commit thou all thy griefs 
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PACE 

Day by day the manna fell .. .. 3 

Dear as thou wert, and justly dear . . . . . . . . . . 147 
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